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Seagram's Seven Crown America's Good Time Spirit. 


Our cover features Pet of the Month 
Twyla Martak, who was photographed 


by Carl Wachter with a Nikon F2 camera, 


a Nikkor 43-86 zoom lens, and 
Kodachrome 64 film. For more 
information on the camera equipment 
used to produce the pictorials in this 
issue, see page 50. 
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HOUSECALL 


TRADITIONS 

Our September issue—our 
traditional birthday celebra- 
tion—is one in which we 

like to look back, briefly, at 
our accomplishments to date 
and look forward, with eager 
anticipation, to the prospect of 
a joyous future. It's been 19 
years since we arrived here 
from England . . . 

sexy and feisty and ready 

to take on the whole world. A 
lot has changed in that time 
... much of it, thankfully, 

for the better. But some things 
seem to stay the same. And 
the basic—or should we 

say base—nature of American 
politics certainly heads this 
list. Joe Cuomo continues a 
proud Penthouse tradition 

of investigative reporting in 
"Family Ties," showing that 
sometimes a presidential 
candidate himself may not 
necessarily be the main 
issue. Delegates to the 
Republican party national 
convention will no doubt 
carefully scrutinize Cuomo's 
findings . . . while we continue 
with another great Penthouse 
tradition—that of celebrating 
our birthday in grand style! 
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STAR QUALITY 

What's a gala party without 
hoards of special surprise 
guests? Our list this month is 
an autograph collector's 
dream. Start off with Stephen 
King's terrifying photo essay 
"Nightmares in the Sky" 
(photographs by f-stop 
Fitzgerald, to be published 
by Viking Press). ... Then 
Morton Downey, Jr., stops 
by to discourse on "Racism," 
a demonstration of why his 
show is the hottest and most 
controversial on televi- 

Sion. . .. In "Women," we 
meet Robin Quivers, Howard 
Stern's beautiful sidekick 
whose "take no prisoners" 
comedy has made radio 

a lethal weapon. . . . Top rock 
journalist Timothy White 

(a radio star in his own right) 
dramatically expresses his 


outrage over the metamor- 
phosis of superband Pink 
Floyd since the very unquiet 
departure of Roger 

Waters. . . . Journalist Peter 
Manso reports on the ever- 
growing number of cigarette 
smokers who are mad as 

hell and not going to take any 
more intrusions into their 
personal civil liberties by 
holier-than-thou puritans. . . . 
And baseball great Dave 
Parker slams the ball out of 
the park—and the stuffing out 
of his nemesis Pete Rose— 
in a sizzling interview with 
best-selling sports reporter 
Lou Sahadi. 


HORROR SHOWS 

It's altogether proper and 
fitting that Stephen King is 
joined in this issue by Clive 
Barker, an English writer 

of the macabre whose prose 
has chilled the blood of an 
increasingly huge readership, 
including King himself. "The 
Life of Death" is excerpted 
from Barker's new collection 
of stories, Cabal, to be 
published by Poseidon 
Press—and we guarantee 
that you won't want to read it 


at night, when you're alone, 
or either before or after 
dining. . . . Tad Szulc's catalog 
of horror, "Hell on Earth," is 
not fiction, but you'll wish 

it were. An award-winning 
international journalist, Szulc 
shows how all over the 
world, brutality, violence, 
murder, and even genocide 
are the rule—and often 
ignored by the media and 
covered up for political 
reasons by the United 
Nations. . . . This despair is 
symbolized in "Intifadeh!"—an 
unforgettable series of photo- 
graphs taken by Jeffrey L. 
Rotman with accompanying 
text by Robert Rosenberg, 
illustrating the crude and 
deadly weapons used in the 
never-ending, uncivil war 
between Jews and Arabs in 
the so-called Holy Land. 


TREASURES 

Returning to happier 
prospects closer to home, the 
football season is about to 
begin, and with it, television's 
odds-on favorite sports 
prognosticator Danny Sheri- 
dan returns with his annual 
N.FL. predictions—a venera- 
ble Penthouse tradition, as 
is, of course, our Great Trea- 
sure Hunt, in which hundreds 
of thousands of dollars in 
gifts and prizes are yours just 
for finding the clues inside 
this issue. This year's grand 
prize is the $115,000 state-of- 
the-art Magnastar automo- 
bile, the ultimate driving 
machine. . . . But when we're 
speaking of ultimates— 

let's face it: The ultimate 
Penthouse tradition is 
personified by the beauty 
and sensuality of our 

Pets. Year in and year out, 
their grace and loveliness will 
always guarantee all of 

us the happiest of happy 
returnslO+—m 


Why have we spent $50 million to Most beers are heat-pasteurized. 
develop Miller Genuine Draft? And that can affect a beer's taste. 

Because we've always believed in But Miller Genuine Draft isn't 
making every effort to produce the heat-pasteurized. It’s cold-filtered«. 
best tasting bottle of beer. So we took We spent a lot of time and effort 


along, hard look at how a beer is made. to develop the cold-filtered process. 
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THIS BOTTLE OF BEER 
COST $50 MILLION. 


It's an exclusive method that doesn't 
alter the rich, smooth, pure taste 
of beer. 

Cold-filtered Miller Genuine 
Draft. What our $50 million buys 
you is a beer that's as real as it gets. 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, 
Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy. 


eep hearing sounds 
in your head? Feel- ln 
ing beats deep 
inside you? 
Then it's time | 
you worked it out. With Casio. 


Our electronic instru- 
ments give you all the support 
you need. For you to find 
yourself. Or lose yourself in 
the music. 

Take our new MT-240 
Tone Bank keyboard. The 
sound's so real, it's life- 


size. Itlets go with up to 
210 different tones, 20 


auto-rhythms, on-board 
stereo speakers, and MIDI 


compatibility. A very 
mean board. 

Ear-opening lead 
rides start with Casio DG- 
series guitars. Not to men- 
tion the other moving 
music their presets and 
auto-rhythms put out. With 
built-in speakers and nylon 
strings that are always in 
tune, they put on one 
outrageous show. 

For a beat that'll set 
your heart racing, put the 
MT-520 on drums. Eight 
built-in drum pads let you 
pound out percussion 
your way. 


And when it comes to 
horns, the Casio DH-100 will 
blow you away. Its mouthpiece 

is sensitive to your every breath 
and its keys to your every touch. 
The DH-100 belts out six different 
sounds, has a built-in speaker 
and MIDI to let you control other 
instruments. Quite a blast. 
If music's an obsession 
for you, there's only one pre- 
scription. Casio. 


CASIO 


Where miracles never cease 


THE 
GREAT PENTHOUSE 
TREASURE HUNT 


Want to manipulate the market in your favor this month? You 
don't have to be a corporate raider to capture our bounty. The 
Great Penthouse Treasure Hunt is on, and now's the time to 
exercise your options! First, feast your eyes on the over $174,000 
worth of prizes displayed above and on the next few pages 
Then read the directions that follow on page 10. You might just 
drive off in this year's Grand Prize, the $115,000 Magnastar by 
Ladret Design (pictured on page 8). Performing at 0 to 60 in 
4.5 seconds with a top speed of over 180 miles per hour, the 
Magnastar combines future-perfect style with state-of-the-art 
engineering to produce the ultimate driving machine. Turn the 
page for more information about the Magnastar and all prizes 


ч 


Upper left: Grand Prize: The Magnastar, with rack- 
and-pinion steering, 11.5" disc brakes, 400 + horse- 
power V8 engine, leather interior, pop-up controls, 
and 200-watt stereo. Previous page: First Prize 
White-and-sapphire mink coat from the Flemington 
Fur Company. Second Prize: Kenwood home-enter- 
tainment center, including digital stereo amplifier, dual 
equalizer, CD, cassette deck, speakers, TV, and VCR 
Third Prize: 1988 Kawasaki NINJA ZX-10 superbike. 
featuring a 130-horsepower 997cc engine. Fourth 
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Prize: Seven-day Caribbean cruise from JOB ciga- 
rette papers, including champagne welcome and 
outside cabin. Upper left, moving down: MOMO Star 
Wheels, plus steering wheel; PUMA men's cross 
training wardrobe. Next row: Hexaround Tower 
Timepiece; Ricoh XR-M SLR with accessories. Next 
row: Greif Companies wardrobe, featuring Perry El- 
lis; B.E.L.-Tronics BEL EXPRESS 3 radar detector. 
Next row: Konica Z-UP 80 compact zoom camera, 
plus ten-pack of Konica SR-V color-print film; Pyra- 


WiliWeor WilliSmith 


SLM АТТЫН 


ponic Phototron greenhouse. Next row: Heublein 
spirits: Smirnoff Vodka, Cuervo Especial Tequila 
Finlandia Vodka, Wild Turkey Bourbon, The Famous 
Grouse Scotch Whisky, Yukon Jack Canadian Li- 
queur, Black Velvet Canadian Whisky, Truffles Choc- 
olate Liqueur; МҮ. Institute of Photography home- 
study course, plus tutorial in Glamour and Nudes 
Acapulco Princess vacation, from E-Z Wider/Joker 
cigarette papers; Halston fragrances, including 
Classic, Couture, Limited, Z-14, and 1-12. Next row 


Casio CDP-3000  piano-style keyboard 
UndercoverWear lingerie; Muart-four-port MIDI from 
Mellotron Digital, which turns IBM and compatibles 
into a home recording studio; Donmar Skyroof slid- 
ng sunroof; Advent Prodigy Tower home-stereo 
speakers, plus Jensen Triax* 6 x 9 rear-deck and 
6%" door speakers for the car. Last row: Willi:Wear 
"Off-Off Wall Street" wardrobe; Gold Mountain Cha- 
et Resort vacation; two-year supply of Formula 1 
suntan products; Style Auto wardrobe. 


Make a bid 
for the bounty. Here's 
how to enter. 


THE GREAT 
PENTHOUSE TREASURE HUNT 


Each of the 12 disks displayed below contains a portion of 
a photo appearing on one of the pages in this magazine. It 
could be from a picture contained within an advertisement, 
or part of a picture accompanying an article. Look carefully 
through the issue to find the pictures from which these seg- 
ments were taken, then note the page number for each. If 
there is no number on the page, check the adjacent pages 
to determine what that number should be. Then add up the 
12 numbers; their total is the solution to the Great Penthouse 
Treasure Hunt. Read the official rules below to find out how 
to enter and qualify to win one of the prizes. 


The prizes and their values are: Magnastar automobile, 
$115,000; Flemington white-and-sapphire mink coat, $9,000; 
Kenwood home-entertainment system, $6,500; Kawasaki 
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NINJA ZX-10 superbike, $5,999; Republic Tobacco JOB Ca- 
ribbean cruise, $4,000; House of Rizla E-Z Wider/Joker Aca- 
pulco Princess vacation, $3,000; Casio keyboard, $2,000; 
four MOMO Star Wheels plus one steering wheel, $1,736; 
Formula 1 suntan products, $1,600; Gold Mountain Chalet 
Resort vacation, $1,600; Ricoh XR-M camera and accesso- 
ries, $1,507; The Greif Companies designer wardrobe, $1,500; 
Hexaround Tower Timepiece, $1,500; various Heublein spir- 
its, $1,500; МҮ. Institute of Photography course and tutorial, 
$1,500; Prestige Fragrance Halston products, $1,500; 
PUMA apparel, $1,500; Style Auto wardrobe, $1,500; 
UndercoverWear lingerie, $1,500; WilliWear wardrobe, $1,500; 
Mellotron Digital MIDI, $695 (2); Jensen/Advent car audio 
equipment, $538.90 (3); Konica Z-UP 80 camera, plus ten- 
pack of Konica SR-V film, $502 (3); Phototron greenhouse, 
$500 (3); Skyroof sliding sunroof, $450 (3); B.E.L.-Tronics 
BEL EXPRESS 3 radar detector with accessories, $339.95 
(6). For more information, see page 219. 


OFFICIAL RULES 


HOW TO ENTER: Print your name, address, zip code, and the solution to the 
1988 Penthouse Treasure Hunt on a 3" x 5" sheet of paper. Mail your entry 
to: Penthouse Treasure Hunt, Box 827, Boston, MA 02117. Enter as often as 
you wish, but mail each entry separately. Not responsible for illegible, lost. 
late, or misdirected mail. Entries must be received by November 30, 1988. 
Drawings immediately thereafter. 


WINNER SELECTION/ODDS: Winners will be selected from all correct entries 
received in random drawings conducted by PROACTION MARKETING, INC 
an independent judging organization whose decisions are final. Odds of win- 
ning are determined by the number of entries received. Winners will be notified 
by mail and required to sign and return an affidavit of eligibility and release 
within 15 days of date of notification, or alternate winner may be selected 
Limit one winner per household address. Winners agree to use of their names 
and likenesses for publicity purposes without additional compensation. 


ELIGIBILITY: Sweepstakes open to residents of the contiguous U.S., 21 or 
older, except employees and their families of Penthouse International Ltd , its 
subsidiaries or affiliates, their advertising and promotion agencies, and 
PROACTION MARKETING, INC. All federal, state, and local laws and regu- 
lations apply. Void where prohibited or taxed. 


PRIZE INFORMATION: Prizes are not transferable, assignable, or redeemable 
for cash. No substitution of prizes except as necessary due to availability. 
Taxes on prizes are the responsibility of the winner. Cruise vacation for two 
consists of round-trip transportation from nearest gateway airport to port of 
embarkation and eight-day/seven-night Caribbean cruise. Prize must be used 
between October 21 and December 2, 1989. Acapulco vacation for two con- 
sists of round-trip transportation from nearest gateway airport and eight-day, 
seven-night accommodations at the Acapulco Princess Hotel. Prize must be 
used between May 30 and September 30, 1989. Gold Mountain Chalet va- 
cation consists of seven days/six nights for two at Gold Mountain Chalet Re- 
sort, Spring Glen, New York. Winner is responsible for transportation to Spring 
Glen, New York Travel dates are subject to space and departure availability 
and travel must be completed by December 9, 1989, unless otherwise spec- 
ified. Additional restrictions may apply. Prizes with aicoholic content will not 
be awarded in states where prohibited or restricted. 


NO PURCHASE NECESSARY: For a copy of the official rules and the solution 
to the 1988 Penthouse Treasure Hunt, send a stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope to: Penthouse Rules, PO. Box 883, Boston, MA 02117 by October 31 
1988. No return postage required for WA and VT residents. 


WINNERS LIST: For winners list, send stamped, self-addressed envelope to: 
Penthouse Winners, PO. Box 859, Boston, MA 02117 by January 31, 1989 
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Instant 


How it works. How to defend yourself. 


en radar—sometimes called “pulse” 

radar—has been around for years. But it's being 

used more frequently now as radar operators 

try to defeat detector users. Here's how it works. 
First things first 

Ordinary radar and instant-on radar use 
exactly the same type of radar beams. In fact, 
most radar guns can operate either way. It's just 
a matter of which buttons the operator pushes. 

How ordinary radar works 

In an ordinary radar trap, the radar gun is 
aimed at traffic and it continuously transmits 
a beam of radar waves. The effective range for 
the radar to "see" your speed is less than a 
half mile for most cars, longer for trucks. 

How radar detectors work 

A radar detector is a radio receiver tuned to 
radar frequency. A high-performance radar 
detector is sensitive enough to pick up the 
radar waves before you drive within speed- 
measuring range. It's as simple as that. 

How Instant-on radar works 

The instant-on radar trap is set up just like 
an ordinary radar trap. The only difference is 
that the gun doesn't transmit until the operator 
pushes a button. So there is no radar signal 
for a radar detector to find. 

Then when you're within speed-measuring 
range, the operator triggers the beam. Hence 
the term “instant-on:’ The radar reads your 
speed within a fraction of a second, too quickly 
for a human to respond. 

Your only hope 

Because instant-on radar is faster than your 
reflexes, your only defense is to identify it 
before you are within its range. You must detect 
it when the operator zaps the traffic ahead of 
you. For this, your detector must reach out for 
distant radar signals. 


The Kustom Signals HR-12 and KR-11, two of the many radar 
units that can be operated in an instant-on, or "pulse" mode. 


You're looking for weak radar that lasts only 
a few seconds. Finding even one such "pulse" 
is cause for alert. Finding a series of them, 
each stronger than the previous one, indicates 
you're approaching an instant-on radar trap 
that's picking off traffic ahead. 

Same old strategy 

Identifying instant-on radar before you come 
in range is the only defense today, just as it 
was when we first introduced Escort. That's why 
our warning system, used on both Escort and 
Passport, tells you both the strength of the 
signal and the length of it. You need to know 
both to defend yourself. 

Nothing but the truth 

Our warning system indicates signal strength 
two ways: by a meter for a visual check, by a 
variable-rate beeper if you prefer to listen. The 
length of the signal is indicated by the duration 
of the alert. Knowing signal strength and signal 
length of every radar encounter is the only way 
to find instant-on radar before it finds you. 

Escort and Passport are the most effective 
radar-warning instruments available, But don't 
take our word for it. 


DOING IT WRONG 


When you understand that instant-on radar is nothing 
more than ordinary radar being turned on and off, the 
threat loses its mystery. Defense comes down to detecting 
the radar before It's strong enough to find you. 

Baloney breakthrough. Yet one detector maker has 
added a feature it calls “Pulse Protection” to one of its 
models. Here's what it does: 


When this unit detects the sudden presence of a high- 
strength signal, a "P" appears on its display and it sounds 
a special alarm. This is your "Pulse Protection” 


The fine print. Unfortunately, the sudden presence of a 
high-strength signal describes an instant-on encounter 
when you're within range. True protection from instant-on 
depends on responding to weak signals, but "Pulse 
Protection” doesn't respond to weak signals. 

The maker says this feature "tells you when you're 
being shot at” And that's the problem. When you're being 
‘shot at, it's too late. 


In 1987, Car and Driver, Popular Mechanics 
and Roundel each published independent tests 
of radar detectors. And each gave us the highest 
ratings. Call toll-free and we'll send reprints of 
the complete tests, not just excerpts or quotes. 

We're as close as your phone 

We sell direct to you, and we guarantee your 
satisfaction. If you're not entirely satisfied 
within 30 days, return your purchase. We'll 
refund your money and shipping costs. 

To order, call toll-free. Orders in by 5:00 pm 
eastern time go out the same day by UPS and 
we pay the shipping. Overnight delivery is guar- 
anteed by Federal Express for only $10 extra. 

Call now and the best defense against 
instant-on radar can be in your car tomorrow. 


Order Today 


TOLL FREE 1-800-543-1608 
(Mon-Fri 8am-11pm, Sat-Sun 9:30-6 EST) 


By mail send to address below. All orders 
processed immediately. Prices slightly 
higher for Canadian shipments. 


Pocket-Size Radar Protection $295 
(Ohio res. add $16.23 tax) 


ü 
RADAR WARNING RECEIVER 
ES == 


The Classic of Radar Waming $245 
(Ohio Res. add $13.48 tax) 


Cincinnati Microwave 

> Department 60598 
One Microwave Plaza 
Cincinnati, Ohio 45249-9502 


€ 1988 Cincinnati Microwave, Inc. 


eSlowly, tantalizingly, she pulls 
down her cutoffs and steps out of them. 


Only now can | see true 


perfection, and it takes my breath away.® 


PENTHOUSE FORUM 


BILOXI BLUES 
The glitter of harbor lights 
shimmers on the gently 
undulating blackness of night 
water as | cruise Highway 
90 curving along the Missis- 
sippi Sound. It's Friday night, 
and the road pulses with 
life as the artery sweeps the 
party-mad revelers—young, 
old, and in-between—from 
their urban doorsteps to the 
Sin coast that is known as the 
Biloxi Strip. 

| am new in town. All of this 
fascinates me, and it is 
enough to pull into a parking 
bay for a while and watch 
this tide of reveling humanity 
flow past. | want to be one 
of those revelers, too. but | am 
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alone. Girls tell me I'm cute, 
and I'm not a social retard. 
But | know I'm shy, and it 
takes me a while to get my 
bearings and start building 
relationships. Usually | don't 
have a lot of success with 
the quick pickup. Maybe it's 
the body language, maybe it's 
just the mood I'm usually in, 
| don't know. 

Headlights momentarily 
blind me, breaking my reverie. 
A car whips into the parking 
bay ahead of me, the engine 
shuts off, and an empty 
beer bottle flies out a window 
to smash on the ground 
and challenge the feet of 
tomorrow's bathers. Beneath 
the blare of the stereo, femi- 


nine giggles fill the night air 
like audible jasmine on some 
tropical island. Silhouettes 
against the moving lights of 
traffic show clothes coming 
off, bodies welding together. 
The couple in the car ahead 
of me slide out of sight, 
wasting no time, taking no 
chances of being caught by 
the occasional patrols of 
police voyeurs. Being some- 
what of a voyeur myself, | 

sit watching for a few minutes. 
But when the rear of the car 
ahead begins to shudder 
like some immense hippo 
doing the twist, complete with 
squeals and low guttural 
mating sounds, it's time to 
go. The trouble with voyeur- 
ism is, it's too damn solitary! 
I'm horny now, and hungry. 
Well, at least I'll have no 
trouble taking care of the 
second item. The Biloxi Strip 
is loaded with restaurants, 
some of them pretty good. A 
choice rib-eye steak soothes 
the ache in my stomach, 
pouring needed party energy 
into my veins. Now to go 
satisfy the other aches 

and needs! 

Where do you go in Biloxi 
on Friday night to find a 
woman? Anywhere! Hell, if 
your luck is right, you can 
even get picked up by a 
chick coming out of a rest 
room at a service station. | 
know—I've seen a couple of 
my friends do it. But me? 
Like | said, | have to work 
harder at it. Soon I'm cozied 
up to a really fine chick at 
this one bar. We go out to the 
dance floor—and does this 
girl ever have some moves 

When the number ends, my 
heart is pounding and sweat 
has popped out on my fore- 
head. It isn't just from the 
exertion and the close quar- 
ters, either. | can't believe 


this beautiful woman was 
able to get in the door, much 
less to the bar, without get- 
ting picked up. She definitely 
has "Little Pete's" attention, 
too. A slow dance begins, 
and she comes into my arms 
like the answer to all those 
boyhood wet dreams. Her 
hips weld to mine, and | can 
feel the heat between her 
thighs begin to melt the poly- 
ester of my pants. Just as | 
slide my leg between her 
knees so she can rub that fire 
box all over it, she bites my 
ear, sticks in the tip of her 
tongue, and throatily whispers 
that her price is $35 for a 
blowjob, $75 to fuck. 

Shit! This girl is definitely 
worth the price, especially as 
horny as | am right now; 
but I'm looking for more than 
just a quick blowjob in a 
stall in the ladies' room. To- 
night I'm looking for romance, 
something more than just a 
business deal—no matter 
how pleasant. So | turn down 
the lady's sales pitch. Sure, 
she gets pissed off, but 
it's prime hunting time and it 
won't be long before she 
has another customer. In fact, 
as | head to the door, | turn 
around to see her headed to 
the dance floor with another 
guy who must have been 
watching us, just waiting for 
his turn. Fifteen seconds 
after they start dancing, | see 
them pull slightly apart and 
leave the floor. Yep, headed 
straight for the ladies’ room. 

As the night progresses, 
my luck seems to be running 
about the same. l try several 
different places, but most 
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of the women who are cruising and look 
worth a shit are hookers. Of those that 
aren't, one proves to be an alcoholic 
working her way to oblivion, another wants 
to tell me her life history before we finish 
our second drink, and the one who is a 
good solid hit gets swept up by a late- 
arriving party of friends I'd begun to hope 
had genuinely gotten lost. Oh, well. 
Sometimes that's the way it goes. 

Dejected, | hop into my Corvette and 
join the parade on the beach highway. I 
cruise west, past Long Beach, and pull 
into a parking bay by a pier that has be- 
come one of my favorite spots when | am 
in a contemplative mood, or when | just 
want to fish. It's 3 AM. and the place is 
deserted. Often I find it that way, but not 
usually on a weekend. Tonight | feel lucky, 
as indeed | am about to find out just how 
much. 

I walk slowly down the pier; it takes a 
while just to get over the water. The waves 
are little more than tiny ripples. With the 
barrier islands offshore, the waves never 
get much higher, except in storms. To- 
night the breeze is a caress, the waves 
a soft susurration, barely audible. | al- 
most don't hear the soft footfalls behind 
me. Suddenly | am conscious of a strang- 
er's approach, more a vibration in the 
resonant structure beneath my feet than 
a sound. In a moment of instinctive star- 
tlement, | quickly turn around, facing the 
way | had come. 

My lonely thoughts are shattered by 
what | see. At first, | dimly realize that it 
is a lone woman who approaches. Then, 
as she passes beneath one of the infre- 
quent lights, | realize she is beautiful. 
She's more than beautiful, really, for she 
is a woman from out of my dreams. She 
is tall and lithe. Her long blond hair 
streams behind her in the soft breeze. 
Long, tan legs accented by her cutoffs 
carry this vision closer, heartbeat by 
heartbeat. Even from here, | can see the 
incredible nipples pressing up under the 
material of her tube top. The mercury- 
vapor lamplight makes it impossible to 
see the color of her inviting, full lips; but 
I can tell, oh yes, | can tell, that if some- 
how | can be so fortunate as to see those 
lips at sunrise, they would be the reddest 
I've ever seen. 

My heart hammers in my throat, my 
breath catches and holds, for surely men 
have died before the walls of ancient Troy 
for such a woman. | know | would. And 
what in the hell am | going to say to her 
that isn't going to sound foolish, absurd? 
She is looking at me; my eyes are locked 
on hers. | don't want to stare, but it can't 
be helped. | smile, uncertain. To my 
amazement, she smiles back—only in her 
smile there isn't the faintest hint of un- 
certainty. She walks right up to me and 
kisses me softly, the softest, most won- 
derful hello there is. There she is, her lips 
only a fraction of an inch from mine, her 
deep blue eyes surrounded by long dark 
lashes, our breaths mingling as | remem- 
ber that vital function. Her hand reaches 


up to gently stroke my arm, and | reach 
up to tangle my fingers in the angel soft- 
ness of her hair as | kiss her deeply, pas- 
sionately. Her soft, moist lips part, her 
mouth comes alive, her tongue darts into 
my mouth, and I crush her to me. | hear 
her breath coming in ragged gasps as 
her nipples brush against the hard mus- 
cles of my chest. My cock is rock-hard 
and straining against my zipper, homing 
in on the heat from her pussy. 

| don't know which one of us breaks 
the kiss first, maybe we both pull back at 
the same time. Hand in hand, we ease 
apart and look at each other, almost 
scared, almost alarmed by the sudden- 
ness, the spontaneity of the moment. But 
speak we do not, for our kiss has said it 
all, the look in our eyes confirming our 
passion and attraction. Slowly we turn to 
walk farther down the pier, completely out 
of the light. 

When we stop, we both look back to 
make sure we are still alone. We are, and 
itis but a moment before we are in each 
other's arms again. | kiss her deeply, rob- 
bing her of her breath. She catches it back 
in a gasp when my hand finds the perfect 
curve of her firm breast. | softly trace the 
slight ridge marking her areola, then move 
my finger inward to her nipple. It must be 
an incredible inch long, and it is firm and 
sensitive between my fingers. | give it a 
little squeeze, and her legs buckle just a 
bit. She laughs, a sound like gently falling 
rain, then steps back, gives me a co- 
quettish smile, and pulls off her tube top. 
Only now can l see the true perfection of 
her breasts, and the truth of it takes my 
breath away. Then, slowly, tantalizingly, 
she pulls down her cutoffs and steps out 
of them. | can see she is a natural blonde, 
and her pubic thatch is trimmed in a most 
inviting heart shape. | think I'm going to 
love this—you bet! 

The wind has picked up a bit, and now 
this princess shivers. It is but an instant 
before | have her in my arms again, re- 
stoking the fire we have only begun to 
fan into flames. My tongue probes deep 
down her throat, twining with hers like 
mad mating snakes. My lips leave hers 
to kiss her eyelids, her cheeks. She shiv- 
ers with delight when my tongue probes 
her ear; she squeals and squirms when 
| kiss her behind the ear, then down her 
long, sensuous neck. My hands are busi- 
ly kneading and caressing her breasts, 
and when my mouth finally captures one 
nipple, she moans in ecstasy and her 
belly spasms in orgasm. This lady is hot! 

Next thing | know, she has dropped to 
her knees and is busily unzipping my 
pants. Her hand dives into my under- 
wear. "Easy!" | gasp as the head of my 
cock grates against the hard zipper. 
"Sorry, let me make it better," | hear her 
sultry voice say. But | forget the words as 
| feel her mouth engulf my rigid shaft, and 
the most wonderful feeling known to man 
sends every atom of my body to heaven. 
Deep she takes me, three, then four times. 
| am so excited that it's almost more than 
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I can stand. Much more of this intense 
pleasure and | won't be able to hold back. 
But this girl knows what she is doing. She 
backs up until just the head of my cock 
is in her mouth, caressing and exploring 
it with her tongue. Then she slides her 
lips up and down the shaft, taking little 
nibbles as if it were an ear of corn. Down 
her throat she sends me, then again she 
is caressing and nibbling. Now she gently 
takes one of my balls into her mouth, then 
both of them. No one's ever done this to 
me before, and it sends new waves of 
pleasure coursing through me. l've never 
had head this good. It's better than | ever 
dreamed it could be. 

Good as it feels, though, | can't come 
yet. I've got further plans for that raging 
hard-on. So | lift her to her feet and quickly 
shuck my pants. So hot are we that, even 
as | undress, our lips are welded together 
and our hands are busily exploring each 
other. | bend her back over the pier rail 
so her head is suspended over the water, 
and my free hand caresses her taut belly 
to the steaming forest below. As my fin- 
gers penetrate the sanctum of her cunt, 
she starts to really go wild. Her hips buck, 
and uncontrollable moans escape her lips 
as | caress the delicate button of her clit. 
She shudders, she writhes, her breaths 
coming in gasps as she builds to or- 
gasm. "Fuck me! Please fuck me!" she 
screams. So | slow down, let her catch 
her breath, then tell her to put one foot 


up on the lower pier railing. This way ! 
can step up and finally send my cock 
home. 

From the instant my cock pierces the 
entrance to her hot, tight pussy, all 
thoughts of play vanish as if they had 
never been. This is life—this is the way 
it's supposed to be! Damn, never in my 
life have | felt something so good! We are 
both moaning now; we both cry out in our 
passion, not caring if we are heard, not 
caring about anything except the sen- 
sations coursing through our bodies as 
my hard, hot cock pounds deeper and 
deeper, harder and harder, faster and 
faster into her pussy. Her hips buck out 
of control now, her breathing is ragged 
gasps, and | can feel the pressure in my 
balls building inexorably deep within me. 
I can't hold out much longer. "Baby, l'm 
about to come." 

"Oh, baby, come on, fuck me." 

"It feels so good!" 

"Baby, I'm gonna come, too!" 

"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" 

The primal screams rip from both our 
throats as we reach the top of the moun- 
tain and the world explodes in pleasure. 
My hot come shoots deep into her cunt 
as the juices of her own feminine come 
drip down over my balls. Not many 
women ejaculate when they come, but 
this one does. We hold each other in the 
afterglow, my cock limp but still inside of 
her. When she has to move, my penis 
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pops out and the come runs down her 
leg. She giggles, and | reach for my pants 
to get my handkerchief to wipe us off. 
She appreciates this courtesy, and we 
kiss and pull close once more. 

Only then does the applause start, the 
laughter and the catcalls. Instantly we re- 
alize that in our self-involvement, an au- 
dience has gathered without our know- 
ing it. A small audience, to be sure—only 
so much room on a pier—but embar- 
rassing just the same. Quickly we scurry 
into our clothes and edge past the 
backed-up fishermen and couples who 
just got the show of their lives. When the 
initial embarrassment passes, we laugh, 
knowing any one of them would have 
given most anything to have been us at 
that moment. 

Hand in hand we stroll back to the 
beach. The questions come now. "Who 
are you? Do you do this often? Why me?" 
I ask. In that voice as soft as kitten fur, 
melodious as a harp, and as strong as 
seasoned oak, her reply both astonishes 
and satisfies me. "My name is Camille," 
she says. "This is one of my favorite 
places to come when | feel lonely or blue. 
One night, | had just pulled in when | saw 
you coming down the pier. As | watched 
you, | knew right then | wanted you, but 
didn't know how to let you know. Since 
then I've watched for you. Tonight I'd been 
out partying, only all the men | met were 
boring or drunk or something. | just 
couldn't get you out of my mind. So | came 
here to think. When | saw your car here, 
| knew | had to do something, and when 
| saw your smile, | knew what that some- 
thing would be." 

"And are you glad you did?" | ask. 

"Oh, yes,” she replies. "| am. It was 
wonderful!" 

We have reached the end of the pier. 
Ourcars sit waiting while more fishermen 
begin arriving and unloading their gear, 
never suspecting the sight they just 
missed. | hold her hand just one last min- 
ute and look deep into her eyes. Her lips 
are the reddest lips | have ever seen, even 
without makeup—just as | knew they 
would be. "Will | see you again?" I ask. 

She does not speak, just gives me a 
little enigmatic smile. Then she turns and 
walks to the passenger side of my Cor- 
vette. “I'm hungry," she says. "How do 
you like your eggs?'—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


HAWAII BIG O 
Last February | spent a week in Hawaii 
with my two best friends, Steve and Mal- 
colm. One night | had an experience that 
I'll never forget. We stayed in Malcolm's 
stepfather's house. It's in a secluded spot 
on the beach; no one can get to it be- 
cause there is a long driveway with a 
locked gate, and guests have to use the 
intercom to have one of the groundsmen 
open it. 

On this particular day, Steve and Mal- 
colm took a small plane over to Maui to 
spend a day with an old friend. They were 
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returning the next day. Except for the 
house staff, | had the place to myself. 
Malcolm's stepfather was in California for 
a couple of weeks on business—that's 
why we stayed there! It was about 8 PM 
and the sun was setting over the Pacific. 
| had just made a pitcher of drinks, and 
| was sitting back on some pillows on the 
floor, listening to some romantic love 
songs on the stereo. The windows were 
open and the scent of island flowers filled 
the air. Just then, the lights of a car shone 
through the window, and ! saw a mid- 
night-blue Mercedes driving up to the 
house. | wasn't expecting anyone, so | 
went to the door to see who it was. | 
opened the door to find the most beau- 
tiful girl | have ever seen. She wore an 
orchid in her silky black hair; had the 
greenest eyes; and when | got a look at 
her body, | enthusiastically invited her in. 

She told me her name was Randy. | 
fixed us some drinks and we made some 
small talk for a while. Then she leaned 
over and kissed me, took my hand, and 
led me into the bedroom. | watched in 
amazement as she undressed, not being 
able to take my eyes off her beautiful 
body. The only light in the room was the 
glow of the candles we lit. Randy lay back 
on the satin sheets while | quickly un- 
dressed, rested between her parted legs, 
and bent over her to kiss those soft lips 
again. As we kissed, her hand stroked 
my cock, making it grow to its full eight 
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inches. | then made my way down her 
neck to her tits, where | licked and sucked 
her pink nipples until they were hard. | 
noticed that her whole body smelled of 
lilacs as | kissed her inner thighs and be- 
gan to tease her hot cunt with my tongue. 
Soon her hips started bucking outward 
as she started coming with cries of plea- 
sure. She whispered for me to make love 
to her as she gasped for air. 

We were so hot and wet that the cool 
breeze from the fan above the bed cre- 
ated an icy-hot sensation on every inch 
of our bodies. l lifted her legs, letting her 
heels rest on my shoulders, as | entered 
her tight hole. | inched my stiff dick inside 
her juicy tunnel, and soon found myself 
fucking her in long, smooth strokes. 
Randy begged me to push deeper and 
harder, which | did, and she soon had her 
second orgasm. She then scrambled onto 
her hands and knees, and | entered her 
from behind. | started slamming away as 
her cries of ecstasy were muted by the 
waves pounding against the shore. We 
rolled over again, and by now | knew | 
couldn't hold back much longer. Our lips 
and tongues met one more time, | took a 
few more long strokes, and soon we were 
both coming at the same time. It was the 
most forceful ejaculation in my 19 years 
of life. We collapsed in each other's arms 
and fell asleep. 

| awoke the next morning to find myself 
alone. | ran outside, and Randy's car was 
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gone. | asked the staff if she had left a 
message for me, her address, phone 
number—anything. They just looked at 
me and said that there had been no one 
here last night and | must have dreamed 
the whole thing. | called a groundsman 
and asked him what time Randy left. He 
didn't know what | was talking about, 
either. He said no one had entered or left 
the premises all night. | walked along the 
road and noticed that there were no tire 
tracks in the mud. | went back inside and 
asked the maid what she remembered 
about last night. She said | fixed two 
pitchers of drinks and turned in early, very 
much alone. If anyone were here, she 
certainly would have known. 

| went back to my room, convinced it 
was just a wonderful dream. | lay on the 
bed and noticed the sheets smelled of 
lilacs. | rolled over with tears in my eyes, 
and there, in the corner of the room, was 
a sweet-smelling orchid. . . —Name and 
adaress withheld 


HIGHWAY TO HEAVEN 

My two friends and | attend a large uni- 
versity near Tampa, Florida. After three 
weeks of intense study, we decided that 
a road trip would be necessary to clear 
our minds. My friends, Barry and Paul, 
were looking forward to a weekend of re- 
laxation. | was looking for more. We left 
School on an early Friday morning around 
SAM 

Later in the day, while cruising along 
l-75, we pulled alongside a blue sports 
car. We turned our heads in utter aston- 
ishment at the sight of a voluptuous 
blonde. Just looking at her gave the three 
of us instant hard-ons. She glanced in 
our direction, gave us a quick smile, and 
Signaled us to roll down our window. We 
couldn't believe it when she asked if one 
of us wanted to ride with her. We pulled 
off at the next exit and noticed she was 
even more beautiful in person. She intro- 
duced herself as Tamara. We found our- 
selves staring at her beckoning breasts, 
and noticed her nipples were becoming 
quite erect. Her thin pink shorts were 
barely covering what we knew to be the 
promised land. Her silky thighs left us in 
hopeful anticipation. Barry turned out to 
be her lucky companion on the road. She 
was obviously tired of driving, and asked 
him if he wouldn't mind taking over the 
wheel. 

After a short break, we were on the 
road again. | was driving my car while 
Barry was driving hers. After about an 
hour, Paul and | glanced over at the car 
alongside us and noticed that Tamara's 
head was no longer in view. Barry looked 
our way and gave us a smile. We knew 
he was having the time of his life. He later 
mentioned how she had jerked him off 
while licking the head of his stiff rod. In 
a matter of minutes, he had come in 
buckets and she had swallowed every 
drop of his precious fluid. 

Barry pulled off into a vacant rest area, 
and we followed, hoping we would have 
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a shot at this hot babe. Tamara got out of 
the car and headed for the rest rooms. 
When she didn't come back, we knew 
something was going on. With little hes- 
itation, we proceeded to the ladies' room. 
We walked in, and there was Tamara, 
rubbing her clit right in front of our eyes. 
We didn't need an engraved invitation— 
all three of us quickly disrobed 

Tamara lay on the floor as Paul began 
eating her soaked snatch. After a few 
minutes, she worked her way up to his 
pulsating prick. He was at the point of no 
return, and shot what must have been a 
half-quart of jism all over the place. Barry 
and | proceeded to give her a double 
fuck. He guided his member into her 
waiting pussy while | began pumping my 
tool in her hot mouth. Tamara started to 
moan as Barry and | gave her our full nine 
and ten inches, respectively. Our pump- 
ing pistons quickly brought her to multi- 
ple orgasms, and we shot our loads al- 
most simultaneously. As expected, my 
friends and | took turns with Tamara the 
entire night. We now go on road trips once 
a month, hoping to relive our unbeliev- 
able encounter.—Name and address 
withheld 


POOL PARTY 

During this summer | worked nights and 
kept my afternoons free. As my parents 
have a pool behind the house, | usually 
spent a lot of time sunning and swim- 
ming. They used a pool-cleaning service 
that sent a man named Ernie every Fri- 
day to make sure the pool would be ready 
each weekend. Ernie is six foot tall, mus- 
cular, and handsome. Although he was 
going into his second year of college, he 
was really shy. 

For the first few weeks of the summer, 
I watched Ernie as he worked around the 
pool. | knew he had been eyeing my bi- 
kini-clad body because he had tried sev- 
eral times to hide the bulge in his pants 
Unfortunately, | could not get a good look 
at his physique since he always wore a 
T-shirt, jeans, and sneakers. | asked him 
one day if he would like to go for a dip in 
the pool, but he explained that his boss 
would not allow his workers to swim in 
customers' pools. They were ordered to 
wear long pants and shirts so that their 
clients would be assured that if they were 
not home, the workers would not be going 
swimming. | just had to think of a way to 
get to see Ernie's tantalizing body. What 
a challenge! 

One really humid day, Ernie was 
drenched with sweat as he worked on 
the pool. | tried to encourage him to take 
a dip and cool off, but he refused. In des- 
peration, | suggested that he just take off 
his shoes and stick his feet in. He appre- 
ciated the offer and agreed when | prom- 
ised not to tell his boss. Ernie peeled off 
his sneakers and socks, rolled up his 
pants a bit, and waded into the water. 
The thought that | was slowly but surely 
succeeding in getting him undressed 
really began to turn me on. While Ernie 


continued his work barefoot around the 
pool, | lay on my stomach in order to hide 
the increasing wetness spreading inside 
my bikini bottom. 

The next week was not as hot, and Er- 
nie declined the offer to dunk his feet in 
the pool. | was becoming more frus- 
trated. | felt he knew | was interested in 
him, but was just too shy to make a move. 
By now it was late August, and | decided 
to be bold. While Ernie was kneeling at 
the edge of the pool, | pushed him in. He 
climbed out and, more embarrassed than 
angry, said, "Well, you finally got me into 
the pool, but if my boss sees these wet 
clothes, he'll fire me for sure!" 

I apologized and offered to hang his 
clothes in the sun to dry. Ernie quickly 
stripped off his shirt, shoes, and socks. 
He then went into the cabana to get a 
towel. Much to my surprise, he emerged 


with the towel wrapped around his waist 
and handed me his jeans. Overcome by 
the sight of his bare feet and muscular 
chest, | touched him. | quickly pulled his 
towel away. He was wearing briefs, but 
they were pushed out by his mighty hard- 
on. | led Ernie into the cabana and he 
kissed me. | pulled his underwear down 
to his ankles, at last exposing his entire 
body. As soon as | got out of my bathing 
suit, we were all over each other. In a 
quivering voice, Ernie asked if he could 
make love to me. | immediately grabbed 
his pulsing shaft and guided it into my 
frothing cave. 

Ernie began humping and was soon 
pounding away like there was no tomor- 
row! When | began to orgasm, he held 
me close, closed his eyes, and clenched 
his teeth. With a loud groan, his body 
tensed and his hot come poured deep 


In the beginning was the drum 
set. Large and expensive. Now 
there's the Digital Drum Set from 
Yamaha. A small wonder for less than 
$100. It gives you all the sounds of 
acoustic drums along with 30-preset 
auto rhythms, 12- programmable 


Percussion. 


Repercussion. 


percussion instrument sounds, 
tempo control, MIDI out, built-in 
speaker and four touch-sensitive 
pads. Runs on power adapter or 
batteries. Drumsticks included. 
Look for the new DD-5 Drum Set 
in your favorite store. 


YAMAHA 


©1988 Yamaha Music Corporation, USA, Consumer Products Division, 6600 Orangethorpe Ave., Buena Park, CA 90620 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, 
Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy. 
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inside of me. | was rocked by one wave 
of pleasure after another. 

The next time he was over, he told me 
how much he had enjoyed our encoun- 
ter; however, he was afraid of getting 
caught. How ridiculous! | took off my bi- 
kini top and paraded my tits in front of 
his face. Ernie stood there dumbfounded 
as | slowly began to undress him. Within 
seconds, we were back in the cabana for 
another torrid episode. 

I have had sex with a number of men, 
but had never seen someone jerk off. | 
really wanted to see what it was like and 
asked Ernie to masturbate in front of me. 
At first he wasn't too thrilled with the idea, 
but by now | had him wrapped around 
my little finger. He lubricated his hand 
with fluid oozing from the end of his 
throbbing dick and began working it back 
and forth. | watched with fascination as 
his tempo quickened. He thrusted his hips 
to meet his hand. He panted and shook 
as if he were fucking a woman. When 
Ernie reached his climax, he stood rig- 
idly on his toes and moaned as blasts of 
sperm shot like rockets out of his erect 
organ. | was amazed at the amount of 
come and the force with which it squirted 
out! Now that my curiosity was satisfied, 
| was hornier than ever. | held Ernie's cock 
until it became hard again, and we made 
love for one last wonderful time. 

The next week, Ernie left for school, 
promising to come back to me next sum- 


“It's for you!" 
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mer. It certainly pays to be persistent!— 
Name and adaress withheld 


JONAH AND THE WHALE 

| work out regularly at a gym here in Bos- 
ton, and I'm in pretty good shape. During 
the warmer months some of the bars in 
the Kenmore Square area have "hot bod" 
competitions. Normally | don't enter these, 
as | don't stand a chance to win, but this 
one was a real amateur contest, and so 
I decided to go for it. While standing with 
a group of guys ready for show time, | 
became friends with a guy from Maine 
named Jonah. He was in town for the 
weekend, and was really getting a kick 
out of the contest. | went onstage, did a 
few poses, and within 20 minutes was 
collecting my $100 first prize. | pro- 
ceeded to buy rounds of drinks for the 
other contestants with the cash. Jonah 
and | were having a great time, and 
started talking to two of the girls at the 
bar. Julie and Lydia were from Chicago, 
and invited Jonah and me back to their 
hotel. This was really turning into some 
night! Little did | realize, though, that 
Jonah and | were in for an even more 
eventful evening. 

Jonah and | still had on our trunks from 
the competition, and when we got to their 
room they asked us if we would pose for 
them again. Julie ran and got a camera 
while the two of us flexed our pecs. Lydia 
got up and said, "You two are pretty mus- 


cular, but there's one muscle we haven't 
seen yet." With that, she pulled down our 
trunks. Needless to say, Jonah and | had 
no objection. We took off our trunks and 
Julie slowly began stroking our cocks. 
Lydia kept the camera clicking, and al- 
though this was hardly a private affair, | 
was rock-hard and ready to fuck. 

Julie's mouth dropped open for what I 
thought was going to be a blowjob, but 
what turned out to be astonishment. | 
looked over to see what the source of 
amazement was, and for the first time got 
a look at Jonah's monster cock. It was 
probably close to 13 inches long. He 
couldn't get it as hard as mine, but with 
a love hose like that, he didn't need to. 
At that point, Lydia forgot about me and 
focused her attention on Jonah. 

Lydia looked at Julie and said, “I think 
it's time we do a little posing of our own." 
Lydia handed me the camera and they 
both proceeded to get undressed. Lydia 
started sucking Jonah off. | reached for 
my wallet and pulled out a condom I'd 
put there earlier. Jonah carried Lydia to 
one of the two double beds, and began 
to screw her in the missionary position. 
This is where he ran into trouble, as he 
had a hard time getting his cock into her. 
Julie saw the problem, grabbed his dick, 
and said, "Lydia isn't ready for you. Have 
her suck on Godzilla a little more while | 
take care of her pussy." Jonah did as 
commanded, and Julie started to lick 
Lydia's clit until it glistened. "Now try it," 
Julie said. 

After much trial and error, Julie finally 
said, "It's not going to work with you and 
Lydia. Perhaps you'd like to fuck me in- 
stead." Julie took Lydia's place, and this 
time, Jonah got a good nine or ten inches 
into her. Soon after, Julie came. He 
stroked away a little longer, and came, 
too. Julie's cunt was so full of penis that 
some of Jonah's come squirted out of the 
sides, soaking the sheets. Lydia saw that 
1 was being neglected, took the camera 
from me, and put my dick in her mouth. 
My hard-on returned, and | lay back to 
enjoy the blowjob. After a few moments, 
| turned Lydia's legs around and put my 
head between them. | tongued her twat, 
bringing her to orgasm, then figuring her 
pussy was ready, | took my dick out of 
her mouth and put it inside of her cunt. I 
could see why Jonah had so much trou- 
ble. Lydia had a very tight cunt, but since 
| was not as big as Jonah, her cunt mus- 
cles were able to grab me and push my 
Cock in. It felt great! We took turns, first 
with me on top and then her. Her moans 
increased to screams of pleasure and she 
had one orgasm after another. | hung 
tough until the very end, and then came 
hard and heavy. We both dropped back 
exhausted, and Julie applauded our per- 
formance. 

We ended our session by cuddling and 
kissing. | sucked and nibbled on Lydia's 
tits while Jonah did the same with Julie's. 
At last, we called it a night. The girls had 
an early plane to catch and Jonah and l 
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“These Are NOT... Sunglasses!” 


ORIGINAL 


THE ONE AND ONLY 


ORIGINAL 
Ambervision m 
Super 

Glasses 


AMBERVISION тм 


REVOLUTIONIZES EYEWEAR 


High Technology Disguised 
As High Fashion 


Don't be fooled by the appearance of 
these glasses! These are not ordinary 
sunglasses. They may look like high 
fashion sunglasses (in fact, they are 
designed after some of the most expen- 
sive brand names on the market today 
— e.g. Porschew, Саггегатм, etc.) — but 
are actually the latest breakthrough in 
Sunglass technology. Ambervision'stm 
scientific design filters out blue and 
ultraviolet portions of the light spectrum 
that have been proven to be harmful to 
your eyes. By filtering out these 
dangerous rays, not only are your eyes 
protected from damage, but your vision 
is enhanced to a new level of perceptual 
eyesight! 


A New World Through New Eyes 


Just imagine what it would be like to 
look through glasses that make the 
world seem sharper, more vibrant, more 
alive and more cheerful. Slip on a pair of 
these sleek designer sunglass “look 
alikes” and you'll notice a marked im- 
provement in your vision. The world will 
seem so crisp, so clear, that you'll feel 
as if someone had just given you a new 
set of eyes. This vision enhancement 
experience is so incredibly phenomenal 
that you literally “won't believe your 
eyes!" Thousands of professional 
golfers, hunters, and skiers have 
already discovered and reaped the 
benefits of these indispensable Super- 
Glasses — now you too can experience 
the excitement of ENHANCED 
EYESIGHT! 


What About Sunglasses 
The unbelievable truth is that OR- 
DINARY sunglasses may be dangerous 
to your eyes. Everybody knows that 
your eyes automatically adjust to light. 
When you wear plain darkened lenses, 


your pupils open wider to adjust for 
darkness — but this becomes harmful 
because your eyes are now letting 
MORE dangerous UV rays in. 
Ambervision™ lenses are gradiated to 
help shield against overhead light. 
These glasses are made with one of the 
finest lens materials available for 
Sunglasses — cast in CR-39 with 
400^ Ultra Violet protection, even an 
optometrist would be impressed! The 
lightweight frames are designed for ultra 
comfortable wear and tear and the mold- 
ed nose rest is designed to rest comfor- 
tably on your nose. The hinge design of 
these frames allows them to be the 
perfect "one size fits all" eyeglasses. 
Your “Super-Glasses” even come com- 
plete with a luxurious black suede-like 
protective pouch. No wonder these are 
the most popular and fastest selling 
sunglasses ever sold by this giant new 
home shopping club! 


These Атбегуіѕіоптм Super-Glasses will 
not be sold to any wholesalers, dealers, 
or retailers at this price. They are only 
available through this special publicity 
campaign for a limited time. There is a 
limit of two (2) pairs per address at this 
price, but requests that are mailed early 
enough (before Sept 30) may request up 
to five. Each pair of Super-Glasses is 
covered by a full one year money back 
guarantee. 


Not $100, Not $59.99 — 
Incredible Give Away 
For Only $10! 
TO ORDER: Specify item number and 
send with your name, address . Add on- 
ly $3 for shipping, handling and in- 
Surance (no matter how many pairs you 
are requesting.) MC & Visa users please 
supply Account No., Expiration Date and 
Signature. (Virginia residents add sales 
tax). Allow up to 60 days for shipment. 


READ THIS 


All amber colored glasses 
are NOT alike. Since the in- 
troduction of Ambervision 
last year, many imitators 
have come out with their own 
amber colored glasses, for 
lower prices (as low as $5), 
making the same claims as 
Ambervision. The fact is that 
these  imitations are 
manufactured of inferior 
material that does not com- 
pare to the quality in Amber- 
vision. Some imitators even 
use the name ''Amber'' in 
the name of their product to 
deliberately confuse the 
consumer (ie.-Amber Optics, 
Ambersun, etc. Ambervi- 
sions are the only glasses of 
their type that have been 
tested SUPERIOR to $70 
Blue Blocking glasses by an 
independent lab. Nobody 
else can make this claim. 
Please do not trust your 
valuable eyesight to 
anything less than the best! 


Original Ambervision® (Item —SG13)........... $10 
or choose from these other exciting models: 
Aluminum Deluxe Frame (Item -5611) .$20 
Clip-On Style (Item —SG14). $10 
Please specify (Item —) when ordering. MAIL TO: 


USA Buyers Network 
Dept. SG1870 
One American Way 


Roanoke, VA 24016-8001 
© DMV, INC. 1987 (1909) 
Ambervision® is a trademark of DMV, INC. 
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ША CONADENTIAL 


BY SHARON CHURCHER 


$110,000). 

The church had also sold 
the rector its parsonage—a 
The recent tax reform 2 co-op now worth over 
act may have dong Z m ? a $1 million—for $250,000 
little to reduce, po pp d ; on a mortgage, so he 
your “Жы š й "p could get the ensuing "tax 
outlays ES ч 4 benefits." When he left 

* the job, the place would 
y revert to the church, the 
spokesman elaborated. 

Clearly the new act is going 
to encourage abuses. 
Indeed, the I.R.S. was 
staunchly opposed to the 
double-deduction loophole. It 
existed once before and 
was abolished іп a 1983 І.Н.5. 
ruling. As tax reform got 
under way, lawmakers were 
persuaded to restore it via 
lobbying that at times verged 
on intimidation. 

One potential presidential 
candidate was threatened 
with Baptist opposition to his 
campaign unless he voted 
for the double-deduction. And 
the Democrat who represents 
Harlem, Congressman 


J j to Uncle Sam, 
e but thanks to a 
brazen lobbying effort 
by certain pillars of godli- 
y ness, it's a gold mine for 
Er enterprising members of the 
clergy. 

"Amazing ‘tax shelter’. . .!” T 
exults "Income Tax Law for 
Ministers and Religious 
Workers," a guidebook 
published by Worth, an 
Indiana-based tax service 
that advises pastors and 
other "Christian teachers." 

The guide explains that this 
blessing stems from the 
section of the act that entitles 
a minister to a tax-free 


” 


"parsonage allowance." Let's | another $12,000—to just dollars for collecting antiques. | Charles Rangel, got calls 
say this is $20,000 a year; $28,000. "A double deduc- Robert Morris, Jr., a New from several ministers, 

and the minister also draws a | tion," crows the Worth guide, | York accountant who is a including the Episcopal 
$40,000 salary. You might "but allowable by I.R.S.” devout Christian, fumes that bishop of Washington. "The 
suppose that $40,000—the Even without this provision, | the double-deduction provi- bishop said that ministers 
salary portion of this the parsonage allowance Sion is “unconscionable.” didn't get paid a whole lot," 
package—would be taxable. | would be open to exploitation. | He belongs to a group that is | says a Rangel spokesman 
That's not necessarily so, Since the law permits it to challenging the financial The Worth guide, however, 
however, under the new act. be used for furnishings and priorities at one of the Big counsels that ministers are 
Suppose the minister is utilities—even TV sets and Apple's richest churches, St. | special people. They can be 
buying a house and spends gardening supplies—it can be | Bartholomew's, on Park trusted to “use wisely that 
$12,000 a year on mortgage | virtually as large as the Avenue. In 1986, the group which the Lord gives. 

interest and property taxes. revenues (also tax-exempt) calculated that the rector was | There is no question as to 


[their] ability to make better 
use of [this] money for the 
Lord's work rather than letting 
the government waste it.” 


Even though those outgoings | of a church or TV evangelical | getting over $136,000 in 

are covered by the untaxed empire will sustain. In some salary, allowances, and 
$20,000 allowance, he can wealthy parishes, clerics benefits (a church spokesman 
reduce his taxable income by | are using the tax-exempt insisted it was a mere 


NO BREAK FOR two years and didn't pay tax MISS MORAL “Miss Lynchburg,” a qualifying 
JIMMY on this income, contending MAJORITY? round for “Miss America.” 
that they should get the same They wear swimsuits—in full 
2 Jimmy Swaggart and his wife favorable breaks as ministers Jerry Falwell orders male and public view—and if the 


female students at his Liberty winner is a Liberty junior, 
University to sunbathe pageant rules say the prize 
separately, even when money must go to pay her 
“modestly clothed. Yet we've tuition . . . to Falwell's 
learned that girls from the simon-pure empire, in other 
school compete annually in words. 


Frances bought their house who were renting or buying 
mortgage-free, according homes. This was going just too 
to I.R.S. records. Yet they far, said a judge, ordering 
drew a $6,000 annual "rental Debra Murphree's sweetheart 
allowance" from Jimmy's and his missus to рау $1,524 
multimillion-dollar empire for in back taxes. 


mom CONFDENTIAL 


THE CONTRAS’ 
VALLEY FORGE 
As Congress stalled on the 


issue of renewed funding 
for the Nicaraguan rebels, 


several wealthy conservatives 


are said to have mulled 


taking a leaf out of history in 


order to aid the contras 

war of independence. "The 
idea was to recruit a brigade 
of Americans to go to Nicara- 
gua and fight. It would be 
called 'George Washington's 
Private Army,' " a well- 
informed source told us. 


heated debate at the 
Heritage Foundation, a 
prestigious right-wing 
Washington think tank, the 
source said, with Heritage 
Vice-Chairman Robert 


tive intellectual—lobbying 


HE SHOULD HAVE 
ASKED NANCY'S 
ASTROLOGER 
Donald Regan has been 
having a field day mocking 
Nancy Reagans faith in 

the stars. But some bankers 
don't have too much trust 


in the ex-treasury secretary's 


judgment, either. They point 


out that the Wall Street protégé 


Regan appointed to lead 
negotiations on restructuring 
third-world debts to Ameri- 
can banks used to be an 
adviser to the Saudis. And 
that means that David Mulford 
had a major role in the 
decisions that created the 
multibillion-dollar fiasco he is 
now supposed to solve. 

The critics recall that as 
OPEC began escalating 
oil prices in the seventies, 
Saudi Arabia had awarded 
White, Weld & Co., a New 
York investment bank, a 
contract to advise it on how 
to invest its windfall profits. 
The firm dispatched Mulford 
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The scheme touched off a 


Krieble—a leading conserva- 


for a March of the Patriots, and 


with multimillionaire Heritage 
Chairman Shelby Cullom 
Davis arguing that the notion 
was "crazy." Davis declined 
to take our calls. "It's an 
absolute impossibility. He just 
does not have time," his 
secretary politely contended. 
Krieble, for his part, 
maintained he "never was 
involved in such a debate." 
Would he be for such an 
army? "I'd have to think about 
that," he said. "I do favor 

the contras." 

According to our source, 
eventually the idea was put on 
ice when Congress voted 
the rebels humanitarian aid. 
A Reagan administration 
source said he hadn't known 
of the army plan but was 
saddened, nonetheless, that 
this army was so quick to 
retreat. "We wouldn't say it 
publicly, but | don't know why 
these people are so y 


to Riyadh, where he played a 
crucial role in cycling Saudi 
moola to U.S. banks. These in 
turn lent money to develop- 
ing countries, which were 

in desperate need of the cash 
to meet, ah yes, their bloated 
OPEC oil bills. 

With several of those 
countries now in default, it 
isn't OPEC that's out of 
pocket, but the U.S. banks 
Meantime, Mulford is an 
assistant treasury secretary. 
Mission: to resolve the debt 
fiasco. "Appointing Mulford to 
lead these talks was amazing 
chutzpah,” frowns one 


sanguine about what humani- 
tarian aid can achieve. Our 
private view is that private aid 
would be an admirable 
thing," this source said. 
Wouldn't a private army violate 
the Neutrality Act, an ancient 
statute that prohibits private 
conspiracies against foreign 
governments with whom 

the US. is technically at 
peace? "The act has more 
holes in it than Swiss cheese," 
a Justice Department expert 
lamented. "It bans you from 
launching a private army 
from the U.S.; but if you left 
the U.S. and went to another 
country to get your arms, it 
probably would not be a 
violation. The act is usually 
only used against nuts. For 
instance, there was a prose- 
cution of a group of 
homosexual men who set sail 
to try to take over an island 
in the Caribbean." 


banking ex- 
pert. "The 
Saudis could 


have loaned to the developing 


countries direct. It was 


Mulford who told them, 'Lend 


it to the U.S. banks because 
it's safer.' " 


A Mulford colleague coun- 


tered that the Treasury 
official would have been 
acting correctly if indeed he 
did advise the Arabs not 

to make direct loans. "The 
Saudi central bank, which is 
what he was counseling, 
shouldn't take commercial 
banking risks," he argued 


HONEY FOR A 
MUSLIM 


Counterterrorism special- 
ists say that Syria is still 
coddling Abu Nidal, the 
vicious Palestinian revolu- 
tionary whose group is 
blamed for the massacres 
at the Rome and Vienna 
airports, the seizure of 

an Egyptian Boeing 737 in 
which 58 passengers 
died, and the 1986 hijack- 
ing of a Pan Am Boeing 
747 jumbo jet. The 
Damascus-based Nidal 
group killed 21 people and 
wounded 100 in the latter 
incident, and the counter- 
terrorism experts were 
bemused when the 
Reagan administration 
announced last fall that it 
was renewing full diplo- 
matic relations with the 
regime of President Hafez 
al-Assad. 

Officials said that 
Ambassador William 
Eagleton, Jr., yanked from 
his post after Syria was 
accused of trying to bomb 
an El Al airliner, was 
returned because Assad 
had closed the Damascus 
office where Nidal 
maintained his principal 
cover—“a cultural 
magazine" venture. "Libya 
is now Nidal's main 
bankroller, but Syria is 
allowing him to keep facili- 
ties in the Bekaa Valley," 
one expert told us. The 
Bekaa is a Syrian- 
controlled region of 
Lebanon. "Assad simply 
made a half-gesture. 
Frankly, we thought it was 
a bit early to send Eagle- 
ton back. You're talking 
about a group whose 
characteristic is to cause 
maximum casualties; 
but this administration 
thought it could keep Syria 
in check better with honey 
than a club." 


THE RISE AND FALL 
OF GREAT 
PROFESSORS 


Some of the most distin- 
guished academics in the 
United States, including best- 
selling Yale historian Paul 
Kennedy, are defending a 
book that urges a new look at 
Pol Pot, Idi Amin, Mao Tse- 
tung, Stalin, and Hitler. 
Theodore H. Von Laue, 
professor emeritus at Clark 
University in Massachusetts, 
suggests in The World Revolu- 
tion of Westernization (Oxford 
University Press) that such 
regimes were "incited" by the 
"arrogance" of the Western 
superpowers— Britain, 
France, and especially "self- 
centered" America. 


The prof calls Hitler 
"ambitiously imaginative," 
musing that he was "perhaps 
more a symptom of his time 
and environment than an 
independent source of evil." 
Idi Amin was a "symptom," 
too. Pol Pot "found no personal 
gratification in murder," while 
Mao exuded "humility." 
Stalin was "one of the great 
figures of the twentieth 
century"; and the K.G.B. is 
described as "the political 
brain center of the Soviet 
system, the training ground 
of future leaders . . . sensitive 
to the issue of human rights 
and public opinion." The 
Jews are a "peculiar people," 
so small wonder that they 
aroused "suspicion" and 
"fear." 


Frets Alan Schwartz, of the 
Anti-Defamation League of 
B'nai B'rith, "This book 
reverses the role of victims 
and victimizers." But Oxford 
University Press is defending 
its decision to publish the 
work on the grounds that it 
was praised by other 
academics. 

Indeed, Harvard sociology 
prof Theda Skocpol is 
quoted on the jacket as 
admiring Von Laue's "grand 
vision," and M.I.T. historian 
Bruce Mazlish enjoyed the 
"consciousness-raising 
experience." 

Kennedy, for his part, 
penned a largely appreciative 
review of the revolutionary 
oeuvre for The New Republic, 
which didn't run. We heard 


editors adjudicated the book 
to be "morally offensive"; 

but the magazine's literary 
editor, Leon Wieseltier, said it 
was simply that "I wanted 
more work on the piece and 
Kennedy was busy." 

Says Kennedy, author of 
another naysaying look at the 
West, The Rise and Fall of 
the Great Powers, "| don't see 
why Von Laue's book is 
getting so much enraged 
criticism, except that it's 
coming from extreme conser- 
vatives who don't like the 
argument that Western 
capitalism created ambiva- 
lence." 

Stay tuned for the founding 
of the Yale, Harvard, and 
МІТ. schools of Hitlernomics 
and Stalin Business Theory. 


CURL UP WITH A 
GOOD SPOOK 


The home-entertainment 
market is getting polemical 
teeth. This evening, for 
instance, you might want to 
curl up in front of your VCR 
with "Fred Landis Digests 
Selecciones." Narrated by 
Landis, a former consultant to 
the late Senator Frank 
Church's Committee on 
abuses committed by the 
Central Intelligence Agency, 
this video short makes the 
provocative but novel claim 
that the agency exercises 
"substantial control" over 
Reader's Digest. 

The Digest's editorial policy, 
of course, has always been 

strongly anti-Communist. But 
LL 


executives at the magazine 
are dismissing as "innuendo" 
both the video and a Landis 
article that ran in the winter 
1988 issue of CovertAction 
Information Bulletin. In the 
article, Landis charges that 
Selecciones, the Digest's 
Latin edition, once shared a 
top executive with a news 
service that was identified by 
former C.I.A. man Philip 


Agee—the ex-agent turned 
namer of names—as an 
agency front. 

The Digest's overseas 
"intelligence gathering," 
Landis expostulates, relies 
on "photography, research for 
articles which are never 
printed, market research, and 
polls. . .." 

Since many national 
magazines commission 


— 


articles that never appear, as 
well as order up polls and 
pictures, this might seem to 
be jumping to an overly 
dramatic conclusion. 
However, .lulian Birkett, a 
producer with the British 
Broadcasting Corporation, 
was considering using a 
segment from the video in a 
BBC show about Reader's 
Digest. "People we've already 
interviewe:! aren't saying 

so much that the C.I.A. is 
funding the Digest, as that 
they have a similarity of 
interests," Birkett explained 
Responded a Digest spokes- 
man, there is “no truth at 

all" to Landis's thesis, but he 
said that the magazine has 
decided there's no point 

in trying to "outshout" him. 
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If Nazi war criminals are allowed 


to go unpunished, the 


message is clear: If Nazis got away 
with what they did, anyone can. 


BY ALAN M. DERSHOWITZ 


As | sat in the Jerusalem 
courtroom looking at the old 
man's expressionless face, | 
wondered if it was all worth 
it. The old man, who occa- 
sionally punctuated his blank 
stares with prayers and 
nonverbal denials, was John 
Demjanjuk. He had just 
been convicted of one of the 
most brutal crimes any 
human being has ever com- 
mitted: the torture, sexual 
abuse, and murder—many 
times with his own bare 
hands— of tens of thousands 
of men, women, children, 
and babies. 

An Israeli court, comprised 
of three judges, concluded 
beyond any doubt that 
Demjanjuk was the notorious 
"Ivan the Terrible" of Tre- 
blinka, the man who ran the 
gas chambers. But his crimes 
went well beyond that grisly 
task. According to numerous 
eyewitnesses, this was a 
man who loved his work and 
was ideally suited to it. He 
took glee in ripping babies 
from the arms of their crying 
mothers and bashing their 
heads against the rocks, 
cutting off women's breasts 
and other pieces of flesh 
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as they walked to the gas 
chambers, and demanding 
that inmates have sex with 
dead bodies before his 
perverted eyes. 

Demjanjuk had tried to lie 
his way out of the accusation, 
first made by American 
Justice Department officials, 
by denying that he had 
ever been at a death camp. 
He insisted that a photo 
ID proving he had been 
trained for work at a death 
camp was so clever a forgery 
that even the world's most 
renowned experts had been 
fooled. He claimed that a 
scar in the exact location 
where death-camp guards 
were branded was an inno- 
cent tattoo, and that all the 
eyewitnesses —among them 
several camp survivors 
and a camp supervisor— 
were lying 

Demjanjuk's story con- 
vinced nobody—except those 
who wanted to be convinced, 
including his family and 
some members of American 
Ukrainian communities, or 
those who simply didn't care. 
Now it was time for the court 
to determine his sentence 
death by hanging or life 
imprisonment 

As | watched the broken 
old man listen passively 
lo the court's sentencing 
decision, | found myself look- 
ing past Demjanjuk and 
thinking about the larger 
issues. 

It was now 45 years since 
this man committed his 
crimes. Was he the same 
man? By asking that question, 
| am not doubting that John 
Demjanjuk had been Ivan the 
Terrible. But was this old 
man the same person he had 
been 45 years earlier in 
very different circumstances? 


А whole lifetime had passed 
between the crime and the 
punishment. During that 
lifetime, Demjanjuk had 
apparently been a good 
father, a decent worker, a 
quiet neighbor, and a devoted 
church member. (I wondered 
if he had confessed his 
crimes to his priest, and if so, 
how the priest had reacted.) 
Should there be a statute 

of limitations, a time for for- 
giving and forgetting, for 
even the most horrendous of 
crimes? 

As | thought over this 
question, | opened up the 
local newspaper and read a 
quote from the vice president 
of the "charitable committee" 
to aid Demjanjuk, an organi- 
zation that raised almost 
$600,000 for his defense. He 
compared Demjanjuk's con- 
viction to the crucifixion of 
Jesus, and warned that 
Jewish people will pay for 
Demjanjuk's conviction just as 
they have paid for the killing 
of Christ over the past 2,000 
years. | showed the quote 
to Demjanjuk's son, John, Jr., 
who acted as the family 
spokesperson, and asked 
whether he and his family 
would like to dissociate 
themselves from this anti- 
Semitic statement made by 
an ardent Demjanjuk sup- 
porter. He read the quote and 
replied, "No, I'm not going 
to comment on that." | 
pressed him on whether he 


really wanted to "no comment" 


a statement as provocative 
as that one, and he stuck 
to his guns. 

There are other disturbing 
reminders that Nazism did 
not end with Hitler's death in 
1945. Well-known neo-Nazis, 
such as Ernst Zundel, who 
denies that the Holocaust 


even took place, and noto- 
rious anti-Semites such as 
Chester Grabowski, who urges 
his followers never to forgive 
Jews "for deciding to kill our 
God," have joined the cam- 
paign to vindicate Demjanjuk 

The sad reality is that if 
you live in certain parts of the 
United States or Canada 
(not to mention Germany, 
Hungary, Poland, and the 
Ukraine), some of your neigh- 
bors may be Nazi war crimi- 
nals. They may be good 
neighbors now, but they par- 
ticipated in the murder of 
millions of innocent civilians 
in the name of racism. They 
must be brought to justice, 
no matter how old, helpless, 
and seemingly innocent 
they are. If these individuals 
are permitted to live out 
their lives in peace, without 
ever being exposed for what 
they once were, the message 
lo future mass-murderers 
will be clear: If Nazis got away 
with what they did, anyone 
can evade justice, no matter 
how horrendous the crime. 

As | reflected on these 
matters, | heard the Israeli 
court pronounce Demjanjuk's 
sentence: death by hanging. I 
found myself upset, since | 
am against the death pen- 
alty—even for Ivan the Terri- 
ble or Adolf Eichmann. But 
there is plenty of room for 
appropriate justice between 
the extremes of inaction 
and execution 

І urge our government to 
continue its efforts to expose 
Nazi war criminals and bring 
them to justice. And | urge 
each of you with information 
about Nazi war criminals 
in our midst to notify the Jus- 
tice Department's Office of 
Special Investigations in 
Washington, D.C.Ot—m 


Baseball for Mae West, 


Midler and Tomlin go drag, and 


the Mistress of Burlesque 


at the Cannes Film Festival. 


FILM 


BY MARCIA PALLY 


* Big Business (**'⁄;), with 
Bette Midler and Lily Tomlin, 
is a Restoration comedy 
with drag queens. Sets of 
twins are mixed up at birth, 
and years later . . . mistaken 
identities, revolving doors, 
near misses, and quadra- 
phonic antics sally through 
the Plaza Hotel. And no 
one camps a rich bitch as 
well as Midler. Best are Mid- 
ler's outrageous mimic of 
Marx Brothers routines and 
Edward Herrmann's 
perfect rendition of Edward 
Everett Horton. 

* Bull Durham (***) is 
baseball as Mae West would 
have it. The Carolina minor- 
league boys come to Durham 
for the summer, and fading 
orchid Annie Savoy (Susan 
Sarandon, smashingly deli- 
cious in the role) selects 
one to benefit from her "life 
experience." This year Annie's 
got two to choose from: 
dumb buck Nuke Laloosh 
(Tim Robbins) or veteran 
Crash Davis, played by Kevin 
Costner with pissed-off 
charm. Directed by Ron 
Shelton (who wrote Under 
Fire), the movie ends in some 
confusion of locker-room 
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sentiment and soft-core cho- 
reography for... guess 
who? A 9%: Weeks to the 
command of "Play ball." 

* Funny Farm (**⁄;) is Chevy 
Chase's flatfooted summer 
slapstick with two jokes: 

(1) Those quaint towns and 
rolling hills that urbanites call 
"the country" are filled with 
bugs, snakes, and demented 
cretins; (2) Isn't it funny 
when those cretins try to be 
Norman Rockwell normal? 
And Chevy used to be funny. 

* James Deardon must 
be into melodramatic para- 
bles. He wrote the screenplay 
to Fatal Attraction and now 
has written and directed 
Pascali's Island (**.), a les- 
son about colonialism told, 
as in Deardon's previous film, 
through a triangle of love 
and treachery. The brilliantly 
exact performances of Ben 
Kingsley, Charles Dance, and 
Helen Mirren convince us 
of the personal and political 
tragedies; but watch out 
for sentiment at the end. 

* |n Patty Hearst (**), à 
straightforward account 
of Hearst's kidnapping by the 
Symbionese Liberation Army, 
director Paul Schrader finds 
the question that's still crazy- 
making after all these years: 
What threats to survival or 
the need to be liked can 
make you radically change 
your mind? Anticlimactically, 
he answers that you can't 
know till it happens. Even with 
the calm, accomplished 
performance of Natasha 
Richardson, Hearst offers us 
little more than the false 
intimacy of TV movies. 

* Tucker (**1), Francis 
Ford Coppola's latest, has all 
his usual grandeur. The 
screen is expansive and 
practically gilded with sun- 


light, as befits a story about 
the man who tried, 40 years 
ago, to build "the car of 
tomorrow" and refused to 
bow to the corporate/govern- 
ment corruption of his day. 
But like Coppola's less suc- 
cessful movies, the over- 
impressive filmmaking slows 
the plot to a confusing halt. 
With Jeff Bridges, Joan Allen, 
and Martin Landau. Pro- 
duced by George Lucas. 

* The Cannes Film Festival, 
biggest of the year, shimmers 
like a Storyville brothel. 
Those who are selling pander 
and preen. Those who are 
buying jam the avenues 
as though every day were 
payday and the girls were 
cheap. The fans of this spec- 
tacle clog streets and the- 
aters to glimpse the glitter, 
and hotel lobbies look like 
endless reels of "The Tuxedos 
Are Coming, the Tuxedos 
Are Coming!" | may've made 
a mistake, going to all those 
movies. The better show 
is outside, where parties 
mean money and flow round 
the clock. 

The best show was at 
Whisky A Go-Go, the disco 
where Cicciolina, Italian 
stripper cum M.P, strutted 
her stuff for one overheated 
night. The mermaidlike porn 
star who campaigned for 
the Italian parliament topless 
(and got elected) makes 
her audience work for their 
thrills. Singing breathy tunes 
with brutal lyrics, she teases 
and conceals as much as 
she reveals, but assures you, 
pouting slightly, that anything 
is possible. 

The Palme D'Or for best 
picture at Cannes went to 
Pelle the Conqueror, a 
sweeping nineteenth-century 
tale of a young boy—some- 


thing of a Great Expectations 
for Danes, sure to come to 
the U.S. this year. To me, the 
choice seems like an ostrich 
dash in which the jury sprints 
away from political fires that 
other selections would've 
sparked. 

Honoring the mainland 
Chinese film would've miffed 
the Taiwanese; the two dele- 
gations nearly walked on 
opening day in a tiff over 
which flag the festival should 
fly. Choosing the Polish 
entry, A Short Film About 
Killing, would've landed the 
festival in a tussle between 
glasnost and the recent Polish 
workers' strikes. Chris 
Menges's A World Apart, 
about antiapartheid activist 
Ruth First (already playing in 
this country), got roaring 
applause at screenings; but 
the mother-daughter story 
probably seemed too "small" 
to warrant the big prize, so 
all the film's women—Barbara 
Hershey, Johdi May, and 
Linda Mvusi—shared the Best 
Actress award. Some power 
brokers bet on Clint East- 
wood's Bird, the Charlie 
Parker bio-pic opening here 
in October, for first prize. 

But the film was weaker than 
Forest Whitaker's perfor- 
mance, which earned him the 
award for Best Actor. 

Granting the Palme D'Or to 
a British movie would ve 
paid tribute to the entire Brit- 
ish film industry, the best in 
the world at present; but 
Peter Greenaway's Drowning 
by Numbers—the obvious 
candidate for the prize—is a 
densely outrageous film 
that polarizes votes rather 
than creating consensus. In 
my book it was the finest 
in the festival, if you're into 
obsession and decay. Og 
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Is it too early to pick the album of the 
year? Montreal's ol’ man monotone's latest 


is so good, it might even 


be the one 


that speaks for the whole damn decade. 


BY VIN SCELSA 


Is it too early to name the 
album of the year? There are 
Still a few months left, but I 
doubt anything will surpass 
the unexpected and timely 
return to the scene of Leonard 
Cohen on his tantalizing 
state-of-the-psyche master- 
piece, I'm Your Man (Colum- 
bia FC 44191) 

Leonard Cohen? That old 
sybaritic gloomy Gus, sensual 
beatnik poet of several de- 
cades worth of beautiful 
losers, existential balladeer 
of sexual politics and twen- 
tieth-century angst, the 
Dionysus of depression, 
Montreal's ol' man monotone? 
Didn't he die from some 
horrible venereal disease 
while goat herding on a rock 
off the coast of Greece? 

Leonard Cohen. Yep 
Remember "Suzanne" and 
"Sisters of Mercy"—songs 
you played over and over until 
your wrists ached from imag- 
ined razor slashes and your 
friends threatened to disown 
you? That's the guy. Leonard 
Cohen. He's back—and 
with a vengeance! "First we 
take Manhattan," he sneers 
over the synthesizer disco 
rhythm that opens the album 
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in fitting tribute to late- 
eighties musical fashion 
while an ominous dark cloud 
of a chord creeps up like a 
coldhearted mugger, “then 
we take Berlin.” Then he lets 
loose a sardonic laugh, 

and | swear | can see guys 
like Prince, Iggy. and Jagger 
running for cover! "You loved 
me as a loser, but now youre 
worried that l just might 

win / You know the way to 
stop me, but you don't have 
the discipline." The terrorist 
of heartache is on the prow! in 
these grooves, sneaking 
stealthily through eight of the 
scariest, funniest, most hon- 
est songs ever etched in 
vinyl. There are incendiary 
devices planted in every line 
bombs around every corner. 
"| don't like your fashion 
business, mister." Blam! “I 
don't like these drugs that 
keep you thin." Boom! This 
guy makes heavy metal look 
like the silly cartoon wimpfest 
it really is. 

We should have known 
something was in the air last 
year when Jennifer Warnes's 
Famous Blue Raincoat, a 
collection of Cohen songs, 
succeeded beyond anyone's 
imagination. But /'m Your 
Man delivers more punches 
(and laughs) than even the 
most diehard Cohenite 
(Cohenhead? Nah!) could 
have expected 

Leonard Cohen has always 
been an adult. Like certain 
great Hollywood icons— 
Bogart, Tracy, etc.—we never 
really saw him as an adoles- 
cent; after Judy Collins intro- 
duced "Suzanne" on her 
1966 In My Life LP. he 
emerged on the music scene 
full-blown with Songs of 
Leonard Cohen (January '68). 
already a successful poet 


and novelist ("The Favorite 
Game" and "Beautiful Los- 
ers"). He was 33 years old 
For many of us—teenagers 
just beginning to explore 
the vistas of the sexual revo- 
lution in those heady years— 
he was an older brother- 
teacher, a cynical romantic 
guide through the labyrinthine 
caves of love. He was never 
quite "one of us," but we 
didn't want him to be. Cohen's 
role back then was to live 
out all the dirty black-and- 
white stuff on the edge and 
then report back with these 
aching, lonely dirges, these 
introspective tone poems 
suffused with the duality of 
sex and spiritualism 

But it's been 20 years 
Cohen is still the same adult, 
only now he's our contempo- 
rary. The rest of us have 
caught up; we're a lot closer 
to his mid-fifties than to our 
own early-twenties (just ask 
Bruce Springsteen). He's 
not so much the distant men- 
tor now, not so aloof or 
untouchable. What enhances 
I'm Your Man's strength is 
Cohen's revelation of vulnera 
bility. "Well, my friends are 
gone and my hair is gray / | 
ache in the places where | 
used to play," he sings in the 
very funny "Tower of Song 
Listen to his voice; it's so 
upfront in the mix (he pro- 
duced the LP) you can hear 
every wheeze, creak, and 
sigh. Or picture this: "I stum- 
bled out of bed / | got ready 
for the struggle / | smoked 
a cigarette and ! tightened up 
my gut / And | can't 
forget, but | don't remember 
what." You can see Jack 
Nicholson playing this part 
world-weary but street- 
smart, tired of the game but 
still hip to the fact that you ve 


got to play it or die... and 
not be ready to die (" Yeah, the 
summer's gone, but a lot 
goes on forever"). In the title 
track, he rehearses a litany 
of broken promises, bemoan- 
ing his inability to live up to 
his own romantic ideal of love 
and willing to beg to win 
back his woman, "to how! 

like a dog in heat" if neces- 
sary. 

Cohen comes to grips with 
the Age of AIDS here 
"Everybody knows that the 
Plague is coming that the 
naked man and woman— 
just a shining artifact of the 
past / Everybody knows 
the scene is dead, but there's 
gonna be a meter on your 
bed ' Bam! There it 
is. Making the unthinkable 
singable—that's why this 
record is so important. The 
glory days of carefree promis- 
cuity are over. "Free love" is 
an archaic slogan stuck 
up on a shelf with our hippie 
beads and tie-dyed shirts 
That we haven't defeated the 
disease is a tragedy; that 
"there ain't no cure for love," 
however, is cause for cele- 
bration. “I've got you like 
a habit and l'Il never get 
enough." Love will survive all 
the horror and pain this 
tortured century manages to 
inflict. A rather old-fashioned 
monogamous outlook takes 
center stage in many of these 
songs. "If you want a partner, 
take my hand / If you 
want a father for your child 
or only want to walk with 
me awhile I'm your man." 

Leonard Cohen's tour de 
force is my choice for album 
of the year. I'm Your Man is 
so good, it might even turn 
out to be the one that speaks 
for the whole damn 


decade.Ot-g 
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AMERICAS BEST. 


Many gym programs seem to 


be designed to prevent 


good abdominals. Here are the 


real do's and don'ts. 


BY MICHAEL COLGAN, Ph.D. 


Гат a 26-year-old male and 
have only a little body fat. 

1 do sit-ups and leg lifts 
religiously, but ! have yet to 
achieve anything nearly 
resembling a washboard 
stomach. A lot of guys seem 
to have the same problem. 
What's the secret? 


Many gym programs seem to 
be designed to prevent 
good abdominals. Here are 
the real do's and don'ts: 
Dor't do straight-leg sit-ups 
or bent-knee sit-ups or roman- 
chair sit-ups; don't do sit- 
ups, period! 

The usual regimen of sit- 
ups, side bends, and twists 
actually thickens the waist. 
Sit-ups cause a permanent 
kink in the back that causes 
the belly to stick out. Side 
bends develop the external 
obliques, those bulging 
muscles just under the love 
handles, making your handles 
bigger. Twists stretch the 
waist muscles, making them 
looser. 

Before you begin my 
abdominal routine, you must 
acquaint yourself with three 
general principles. First, 
do all abdominal exercises 
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with your back rounded; 
second, do the exercises in 
strict order; and third, do 
them in one continuous set. 

1. Hang on a bar. With 
rounded back, raise legs 
straight up toward hands (ten 
reps). 

2. Again on the bar, raise 
knees up to chest (ten reps). 

3. Lie on back, head lifted 
off the floor, hands under 
buttocks. Keep legs straight 
and raise six inches by 
pushing small of back into 
floor. Raise legs from six 
to 18 inches, then lower them 
to six inches off the floor 
(30 reps). 

4. Lie on back, feet flat on 
floor, knees bent, hands 
behind head. Move chest 
toward knees and press 
back into floor (30 reps). 

5, Lie on back, knees bent, 
lower legs parallel to floor 
and crossed at ankles, hands 
behind head. Raise chest 
toward ceiling and press 
lower back into floor (30 
reps). 

This program guarantees a 
washboard in six months. 


I have heard that а lot of our 
food soon will be made 
with fake fat that tastes like 
the real thing but has no 
calories. What's the story? 


There are two main types of 
fake fat vying to be first on the 
market, Procter & Gamble's 
Olestra and The NutraSweet 
Company's Simplesse. Oles- 
tra is a synthetic sucrose- 
polyester compound that 
looks and tastes like vegeta- 
ble oil, but is not absorbed 
by the body. Therefore it 
doesn't cause weight gain, or 
raise cholesterol or blood- 

fat levels. It can be used 

in any prepared food that is 


made with fats and oils. Tests 
show that subjects who 
sampled foods made with 
Olestra found them just 

as satisfying as foods pre- 
pared with fat, and did not 
increase their eating to com- 
pensate for the reduction 

in calories. Olestra has yet to 
obtain FD.A. approval. 

In contrast to Olestra, 
Simplesse doesn't need FD.A. 
approval because it is already 
an approved food. It is sim- 
ply a structural modification to 
milk and egg protein, which 
makes it taste, look, and 
feel like fat. One gram of 
Simplesse equals one gram 
of protein (four calories), 
but can replace three grams 
of fat (27 calories). Simplesse 
should be on the market by 
the time this column is pub- 
lished. It will be used in 
ice cream, yogurt, salad 
dressings, mayonnaise, butter 
and margarine, cream cheese, 
and sour cream. 

The American diet is 42 
percent fat, so if these fat 
substitutes become widely 
used, there may be consider- 
able health benefits. On the 
downside, their usage could 
also encourage people to 
eat more of these kinds 
of foods, which have no 
nutritional value. Ideally, we 
should all stop eating fatty 
foods; but in reality, many of 
us would rather die than 
give up the taste treats that 
have soothed us since 
childhood. 


Muscle aches and pains 
seem to be a part of the fit- 
ness life-style. Is there any 
way to determine whether 
such ailments are serious 
enough to need medical 
attention, or if they will clear 
up by themselves? 


We have developed a couple 
of rules of thumb regarding 
sports injuries. One is the 
five-day rule. If your muscles 
don't ache a day or two 

after a heavy workout, then 
you didn't work hard enough. 
There is no advantage to 
working them again while they 
are still aching. But if you 

still ache five days later, you 
need medical attention. 

Pulls and sprains are 
obvious because they really 
restrict your use of the 
affected muscles, and the 
afflicted area is often swollen. 
The quicker you can get 

the injury under ice, elevated, 
and rested, the better. Aspi- 
rin is also an effective anti- 
inflammatory measure. But 
once again, if there is no sig- 
nificant improvement within five 
days, seek professional help. 

For those long-term aches 
that no one and nothing 
seems to help, try massage. 
If itis a tendon, use firm 
Strokes along the tendon. If it 
is a muscle, use firm trans- 
verse strokes across the 
direction of the muscle. If it is 
a persistent knot or spasm, 
use firm thumb or knuckle 
pressure, with a rocking 
motion, as well as gradual 
movement in small circles. 

To avoid injuries, spend 20 
minutes warming up for 
your sport or workout. Cold 
muscles are the chief cause 
of injury. People that bounce 
from the locker room straight 
into an aerobics class or 
onto a weight machine are 
courting chronic back, shoul- 
der, knee, or ankle pain in 
later life. Jog, use the bike or, 
preferably, the rowing 
machine as gently as you 
like, but do it for 20 whole 
minutes. A mite boring, yes, 
but it really works.O4—« 


In the past, we've given you soft sug- 
gestions, gentle overtures and subtle 
hints at the satisfaction we can bring 
you every month. But this month we're 
taking a more direct approach... 
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Whether it's providing medical 


care or writing sequels to 


novels, men and women must be 
held to the same standards. 


HIEIPS RIGHTS 


BY SIDNEY SILLER 


Despite constant feminist 
inroads, it would be injudi- 
cious to say that we are 
becoming a society of ama- 
zons. Yet it might be just 

as impudent to overlook ihe 
fact that men are more and 
more losing their significance, 
as well as their rights, in 

this society. Two recent press 
items should have come as 
a surprise to men who have 
been simply going along with 
the ostensibly noble pursuit 
of sexual equality. 

One item told of the suc- 
cessful conclusion of the 
two-year search for an author 
to write the sequel to what's 
been hailed as the best- 
selling novel of all time, Gone 
With the Wind. Regardless 
of whether one is intrigued or 
repelled by the idea of bring- 
ing the Rocky IV and Friday 
the 13th Part VII experience to 
classic American literature, 

a crucial point should not be 
overlooked. In reporting 

that one Alexandra Ripley 
had been chosen for the 
project, the press noted that 
of all the candidates who 
had been considered for this 
major opportunity, "only 

one was a man.” 
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G.W.T.W., as the novel is 
affectionately known, was 
written by a woman, has a 
woman as its central figure, 
and despite the war back- 
ground, has always appealed 
far more to women than to 
men. That a man would ever 
be chosen to take over where 
Margaret Mitchell left off 
was apparently unthinkable; 
and whoever that lone male 
candidate was, whether 
he be Norman Mailer or Yogi 
Berra, his mock considera- 
tion in the competition was the 
ultimate tokenism. 

A whopping $4.94 million 
was paid by Warner Books to 
Margaret Mitchell's estate 
for the rights to publish the 
sequel; how much Ripley 
will receive from this sum is 
still purely speculative. But the 
original G.W.7.W. has sold 
some 25 million copies since 
its 1936 publication, and 
the movie keeps earning 
money by the truckful. 
Doubtless, there are dozens 
of male novelists at least 
as skilled as Ripley who 
would have loved to have 
had a crack at that literary 
bonanza, and ! have to won- 
der why more men were 
not in the running. If the sexes 
are equally adept at virtually 
all roles, then it was grossly 
unfair to in effect exclude 
males from consideration for 
the Mitchell sequel. Certainly 
there is no shortage of male 
talent. A glance at the best- 
seller list in any given week 
will likely reveal that a major- 
ity—sometimes an over- 
whelming majority—of the 
books the public buys are 
authored by men. The 
G.W.TW. sequel-writer search 
seemed to be а little too 
selective, having churned out 
only one male candidate. 


And just to kick a man 
when he's down, that same 
week The New York Times 
Magazine ran a cover story 
entitled "Are Wornen Better 
Doctors?" Written by Dr. Perri 
Klass, a pediatric resident, 
it argued that despite the still 
mostly male makeup of the 
doctoring profession, women 
might have certain character- 
istics and skills that better 
equip them to deal with the 
Sick and disabled. Certainly, 
according to Klass, women 
doctors themselves think this 
is the case. "With a few 
exceptions," she wrote, "I got 
versions of the same response 
from all the women doctors | 
interviewed, young or old, 
avowedly teminist or not. First 
you get the disclaimer: I've 
known some wonderful male 
doctors and some awful 
female doctors, generaliza- 
tions are impossible. . . . And 
then ... with a smile comes 
the generalization [anyway]: 
Yes, women are different 
as doctors—they're better." 

Dr. Susan Love, a general 
surgeon, goes through a 
procedure that she didn't 
learn in medical school: 
Before a patient is put under 
anesthesia, she holds that 
patient's hand. "I'm usually 
the only person in the room 
they really know, and it's 
the scariest time," she 
explains. "The boys scrub 
[imagine the uproar if a male 
physician had called his fe- 
male colleagues 'girls'], then 
come in when the patient's 
asleep. | got razzed for it, 
but they're used to it now." 

Dr. Nevada Mitchell, who 
practices internal medicine, 
“has no doubt about the 
difference between male and 
female doctors," according 
to Klass. "There is a world of 


difference," says Mitchell. 
"The women | come in con- 
tact with are less aggressive 
[and] more likely to have a 
one-on-one relationship with 
patients... .” Dr. Klass 
recounts her having to tell 
her four-year-old son that 
“boys can be doctors, too, if 
they want to. if they . . . learn 
how, they can be very good 

. . . really [they can]." 

On the other hand, Dr. 
Marilyn Richardson, an 
obstetrician-gynecologist, is 
one of the very few female 
doctors Klass encountered 
who doesn't believe that 
women are more caring. It's 
a "misconception," she 
says, "that has evolved with 
consumer awareness, an 
erroneous belief that women 
doctors are more compas- 
sionate, more understanding." 
She does not agree that 
being a woman has had 
much to do with her way of 
doctoring. “it was a male 
mentor who taught me sensi- 
tivity toward the preservation 
of fertility.” Kiass writes, 

“She describes her style as a 
composite of this mentor 
and her father.” 

Surely it would have been 
the height of injustice for 
Dr. Mitchell to have told her 
son that providing medical 
care (or writing sequels 
to “women's” novels) was 
predominately a female 
function. But haven't these 
two incidents done just that? 
The National Organization 
for Men is adamant in its 
demand for a single standard. 
Our work force needs to be 
structured to best serve 
the needs of its citizens, but 
it must be done without 
hindering the rights and 
opportunities of its individual 


members.Od—«y 
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Why not make your fortune the easy 
way? No having to develop real estate or 
trade options . . . all those things 

you don't have the foggiest notion about. 


FINAL STRAW 


It isn't easy to make a fortune 
the old-fashioned way, no 
matter what you've heard. It 
means learning a trade, 

then slogging your way up 
the corporate ladder from 
mailroom to first broom to vice 
president, and so on. Nor is 
it any easier getting a bright 
idea and starting a business. 
Bright ideas by themselves 
are worth nothing. 

“Hey, Harry, what do you 
think of this? We take sugar 
cubes and dress them in little 
suits with stars and stripes 
all over them, and market 
them as ‘Captain Sugar, the 
All-American Sweetener.’ 
We'll make a fortune!” 

"Get lost, Larry, I’m busy." 

Second, even if the idea 
is brilliant—like making small 
cars with giant rubber bump- 
ers to reduce the danger 
and severity of accidents on 
the freeways—it is a long 
road between conception and 
making a fortune. 

So why not make your 
fortune the easy way, by 
osmosis? No having to 
develop real estate, or drill 
for oil, or trade options— 
all those things you don't have 
the foggiest notion about. 
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BY LEWIS BURKE FRUMKES 


All you have to do is sidle up 
to a proper millionaire, and 
presto transfuso, you will 
make a fortune by osmosis. 
Here's how. 

Selecting the target. Identi- 
fying your target millionaire 
is the first order of business 


| This is complicated by the 


fact that many millionaires are 
protected by phalanxes of 
secretaries and yes-men who 
guard them with their lives. 
"Grrr! Who are you? What do 
you want?" You will have to 
get your millionaire on the 
outside, either when he leaves 
the office or when he is on 
vacation. There he is now. He 
is the little gentleman sitting 
in the back of the stretch 
limousine talking through a 
speakerphone to his driver, 
Wadsworth. He is telling 
Wadsworth that he wants to 
stop for a moment at a par- 
ticular shop. It is now that 
you have to strike. 
Positioning yourself for 
osmosis. The millionaire 
instructs Wadsworth to pull 
up in front of the boutique 
displaying the purple pongee 
polo outfit. You must move 
quickly. As soon as his car 
slows, you begin strolling in 
the direction of the boutique. 
As the millionaire walks up. 
to the window, you move 
in close, right next to him. You 
can feel the heat from his 
cashmere hand-tailored 
jacket and the warmth from 
his Fishers Island tan. He's 
the genuine article all right, 
maybe $40 or $50 million. 
A big one. He'll never miss a 
small fortune. Even his 
accountants won't notice 
anything awry for a month or 
so. Gently, ever so gently, 
you bring your arm in contact 
with his. Not so he thinks 
you are strange or fruily, but 


just as if you are another 
interested party, a man of 
similar tastes and breeding 
who is also into purple polo 
outfits. There, you can feel it 
now, the sudden surge of 
power as hundreds of thou- 
sands of dollars course 
between the millionaire and 
yourself. It is a heady experi- 
ence, and for a moment 

you may feel flushed, as if 
you have earned it all your- 
self. Not to worry. You have 
not. You are still the same 
person you were, only richer 
as the moments go by. 

When you think you have 
reached your goal—in this 
case a modest to large 
fortune—disengage from the 
millionaire just as smoothly 
and discreetly as you began, 
and move toward the curb. 
You will find a car and driver 
waiting for you. Your own 
car. Not as large or fine as 
the millionaires—maybe 
it's a Mercedes and he has a 
Rolls—but a car and driver 
nevertheless, befitting your 
new station in life. Get in and 
say, "Home, Mike." Perhaps 
when you run your stake into 
tens of millions, you can 
have a driver named Barcroft; 
but for now it's Mike. 

In the second instance 
you spot your millionaire while 
he is on vacation. Though 
your accommodations may be 
quite different—he has a 
penthouse suite, you have a 
modest single overlooking 
the parking lot—there are 
places at the Caribana you 
have in common. The Ren- 
dezvous bar, for example— 
the one by the pool with 
the thatched roof and the 
fantastic pina coladas. It is 
five in the afternoon, and 
the millionaire has left his 
yacht and is sitting at the bar 


with his two well-groomed 
blondes in attendance. Fortu- 
nately, the blondes are both 
parked to his left. You take the 
seat to his right and order a 
yellow bird. His ears perk 

up at the mention, and he 
wonders what a yellow bird 
is. When the drink arrives, the 
millionaire looks up. 

"Excuse me," he says, "but 
what is a yellow bird?' 

"Try it," you say. "It's pine- 
apple juice and 12 different 
kinds of exotic rums." 

You proffer your drink, as if 
to say, "Here, taste. Don't 
be frightened." Skeptical at 
first, the millionaire finally 
succumbs to his curiosity and 
reaches for the drink. It is 
at this moment that osmosis 
takes over, As the million- 
aire's lips touch the glass and 
he drains some golden liquid 
from it, large blocks of stock 
from both the New York 
and American exchanges 
somehow are transferred to 
the glass and find their way to 
your account. They are not 
even on margin. 

When you return home, 
you will be greeted with new 
respect by your broker. But 
for now, it will suffice that 
your room has been changed 
to ocean-view 12, and that 
an attractive brunette at 
the end of the bar is batting 
her eyes at you. 

Making a fortune through 
osmosis is as easy as that 
And now that you have the 
hang of it, you can meet 
millionaires on vacation, in 
fancy restaurants, and at the 
club. In fact, that is why 
most people on their way up 
join clubs—so they can 
sidle up to other millionaires 
and continue to augment 
their fortunes. It is the Ameri- 


can way.Ot—m 
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Robin Quivers is the female half 
of radio's Bonnie and Clyde—and 
creative radio, like creative 

crime, often gets her in trouble. 


BY ALLAN SONNENSCHEIN 


For all you unfortunates living 
beyond the airwaves of 
radio stations WXRK and 
WYSP who have never lis- 
tened to the Howard Stern 
show, or worse, if you've 
been stuck in the mud listen- 
ing to his pathetic imitators 
around the country, Robin 
Quivers is the lady Dr. Fran- 
kenstein who gets the mon- 
ster Stern in motion. For 

four hours each morning, five 
days every week, this odd 
couple terrorizes, shocks, and 
convulses millions of radio 
listeners in the New York and 
Philadelphia metropolitan 
areas. 

They are the Bonnie and 
Clyde of radio—Stern inside 
the bank holding up the 
tellers, with Quivers outside 
revving the motor of the 
getaway car. Calling their 
show "shock radio" misses 
the point and underestimates 
their talents. What it is, is 
nothing less than creative 
radio, which today is a con- 
tradiction in terms. How else 
can you label their success- 
ful mission-impossible to 
make anxious, angry motor- 
ists schlepping their way 
through snail-paced traffic to 
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work, and bored, bothered 
housewives hassling their kids 
off to school, laugh uproari- 
ously during unholy early- 
morning hours? 

And creative radio (like 
creative crime) often gets 
Stern and Quivers in trouble: 
While their legion of fans 
are pissing in their pants, their 
enemies are plain pissed 
off. These radio outlaws have 
received condemnation 
from a slew of interest groups 
and government agencies. 
They are the most ecumenical 
voices in radio—insulting 
all, regardless of race, creed, 
national origin, gender. and 
sexual predilection. Today it 
may be lesbians and gays. 
Tomorrow it could be Jews, 
Catholics, or blacks. Yester- 
day it was the D.E.A.; the day 
before that it was the EC.C. 
Added to all this outside 
pressure, Robin, much like 
her famous outlaw counter- 
part Bonnie, suffers from 
some very personal knowl- 
edge about her cohort. It 
is Robin Quivers who must 
work alongside the man who 
has repeatedly confessed 
on the air to having the small- 
est dick in the broadcast 
business 

There is not much in her 
past to predict a life of crea- 
tive crime on radio. Born 
in Baltimore to middle-class 
parents she will only 
describe as "very, very 
strange people," Quivers 
graduated from the University 
of Maryland with a degree 
in nursing. While her career in 
that field, beginning in 1974, 
was to last six years, her 
name will never be mentioned 
in the same breath as Flor- 
ence Nightingale or Clara 
Barton. After a few years, 
Robin recalls, “| knew | would 


have to go into another 
career. | hated to go into a 
hospital. I'd get sick, even 
faint. | hated the smells." 

Before packing in nursing, 
Quivers thought that life in 
the wards might be a bit 
more exciting if she could get 
out of Baltimore and see a 
little of the world; so she 
enlisted in the United States 
Air Force. 

"| thought | was Private 
Benjamin,” she recalls. “| 
expected tennis clubs and 
golf courses and horseback- 
riding institutes. | was basi- 
cally going for the vacation, 
and they nabbed me and 
sent me off to Ohio! There are 
two places | x-ed off the 
map—Ohio and Baltimore. | 
don't go to either of those 
places anymore." 

After suffering through her 
stint in the Air Force, Quivers 
bummed around California 
for a year before returning to 
her nalive city to seek a 
new career. She decided on 
entering broadcast school, 
and from there she planned 
on becoming a star in radio 
and television. "| was going to 
go from radio to television," 
Robin recalls. “| was looking 
at those people on television 
and didn't think they were 
any smarter than | was. | had 
no interest in staying in 
radio. It was only going to be 
a stepping-stone, and then 
that damned Howard came 
along and taught me how 
much fun radio can be." 

But before life with Howard 
Stern, Quivers was doing 
pretty well on her own as a 
radio news reporter. She 
covered major stories and 
even, while working in Penn- 
sylvania, scooped the com- 
petition by getting an exclu- 
Sive interview with George 


Bush back when he was 
running against Ronald Rea- 
gan for the Republican party 
nomination. "He was 
extremely charming," is her 
memory of the Vice President. 
"He would charm anybody 
who walked in the door." 

Robin had returned to Bal- 
timore to work as a radio 
consumer reporter when 
along came Howard Stern. A 
friend kept bugging Robin 
to come to neighboring 
Washington, D.C., to meet 
this maniac who was the 
hottest thing in capital-city 
radio. Finally she agreed 
lo listen to a tape of one of 
Stern's shows: "| can't 
remember what was on the 
tape," she says, "but as soon 
as | heard his voice, there 
was something about it 
| said, 1 gotta meet this guy.’ 
It wasn't that | thought I'd 
work with him or that we'd 
become a team. | was just 
so impressed. | wanted to 
meet him." 

Quivers did get to meet 
him, and the two became a 
team. "And," Robin says, "the 
rest is history." From Wash- 
ington they moved to New 
York, and the zaniness 
became zanier. When asked 
how they plan their four- 
hours-a-day madness, Robin 
looks quizzical and replies, 
"Who plans anything? You 
know what part of the fun is? 
It's being on a roller coaster 
and not knowing where 
it's going. | mean, the best 
ride at Disney World is Space 
Mountain, because you can't 
see where it's going. So 
we're on a ride, too. We don't 
know where it's going. . 

Robin may not know where 
it'S going, but millions of 
fans know damned well it's 
going somewhere and fast— 
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«The fact that they perform 
so publicly possibly means they are 
exhibitionists—or 
they’re just too busy screwing to find 
time to buy curtains.® 


XAVIERA HOLLANDER 
CALL ME MADAM 


LETTER OF THE MONTH 
I am а 25-year-old profes- 
sional woman and enjoy an 
active sex life. Recently | trav- 
eled to Florida with my current 
boyfriend Howie for a vaca- 
tion. We had the use of his par- 
ents’ town house for two weeks 
in an exclusive, planned com- 
munity. Late one night we were 
walking down one oí the 
streets in a newer section when 
we noticed a lit window on the 
second floor of one of the 
homes. This particular window 
was in an “end unit" of a group 
of five town houses and was 
rather large. The glass area 
must have been about six foot 
high and nearly as wide, and 
it began at about knee level. 
The window was uncovered, 
since many residents take ad- 
vantage of living in their homes 
even before they have furni- 
ture and window treatment. 
We could clearly see a 
bookshelf, the entire surface 
of a bed, and a high-intensity 
lamp turned toward the inside 
wall. We also could clearly see 
a rather good-looking, well- 
proportioned man kneeling 
between the wide-open thighs 
of a dark-haired woman. The 
woman had her hands over her 
head and was gripping the 
headboard. The man had his 
hands on the woman's breasts 
and was lightly brushing her 
nipples with his thumbs as his 
tongue tormented her pussy 
and clit. The effect this was 
having on the woman was ob- 
vious. Her hips constantly ro- 
tated, her abdomen heaved 
spasmodically, and her head 
flipped from side to side. | knew 
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damn well that she was in the 
throes of one hell of an or- 
gasm. As she recovered 
slightly, the man continued, 
and soon the woman was 
bucking wildly again. 

Fora better view, Howie and 
1 climbed into the bed of а 
pickup truck parked on a 
nearby construction site. While 
we had no idea how long these 
people had been going at it, 
we had the feeling that we were 
watching something very un- 
usual, The man continued his 
oral ministrations for at least 
another half hour. During that 
time, the woman's response to 
this arousal became constant, 
and it became more difficult 
for us to distinguish between 
the beginning and end of each 
of her orgasms. Howie com- 
mented that she seemed to be 
having one continuous or- 
gasm. Needless to say, we 
both were very turned on by 


what we were witnessing. We 
checked to see if anyone was 
nearby, and seeing no one, 
Howie quickly liberated my 
breasts and began rubbing 
them from behind as we con- 
tinued to observe the couple. 

The guy finally gave his 
tongue a rest, but continued 
with his breast fondling. Each 
time the woman recovered her 
composure and tried to sit up, 
the guy would dart his tongue 
out and just flick her clit, caus- 
ing her to climax again. In- 
credibly, this went on for an- 
other 15 minutes or so until the 
guy finally stood up. 

He slowly climbed onto the 
bed, and for the first time we 
could see that his cock was 
only semierect, fairly thick, and 
about eight inches long. He 
positioned himself above the 
woman's face and moved the 
head of his cock over the 
woman's lips. She hungrily 


sucked it into her mouth, and 
gave him slow, deliberate head 
for the next five minutes. He 
then flipped her over and 
mounted her doggie-style, 
slowly fucking her with long 
Strokes as his hands raked her 
breasts. Every so often he 
would pull almost completely 
out, then very slowly reinsert 
his cock into her pussy. As his 
stroking continued, he did this 
more and more often. 

They fucked in several more 
positions until she finally 
pushed him back on the bed 
with his hips at the edge. She 
knelt between his thighs as he 
propped himself up on his el- 
bows to watch his cock being 
swallowed by the woman. She 
sucked for another few min- 
utes, alternating between long 
sucks and slow licks of his 
head and shaft. | had never 
seen a guy withstand a mouth 
fucking for so long. 

Suddenly the guy's midsec- 
tion began to undulate, and the 
woman removed his cock from 
her mouth. She stroked it with 
her right hand, holding it about 
a foot from her face. A few 
seconds later, | came from 
Howie's fondling just as the 
guy's cock spurted a dozen 
huge jets of sperm. Just the 
sight of this was enough to make 
me come again, really hard. 

After she licked the remain- 
ing come from his cock, she 
continued to suck and stroke 
him to a second orgasm. | 


All inquiries are treated in confidence. Send 
yours to Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Mag- 
azine, 1965 Broadway, New York, NY. 10023. 
5965. Miss Holander regrets that no private 
replies can be supplied 
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SUBSCRIBE TO THE OMNI WHOLE MIND NEWSLETTER TODAY, AND RECEIVE THE 
ONE AND ONIY USERS MANUAL TO THE BRAIN, MIND, AND SPIRIT! 
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quickly gave Howie a much-deserved 
handjob and watched him ejaculate a 
large quantity of come all over the truck 

Xaviera, as a result of what we saw, we 
have three questions. First, is it possible 
for a woman to be aroused so much that 
she experiences "continuous" orgasm? 
Second, the guy must have been arous- 
ing the woman for more than an hour until 
he had his first orgasm. Does prolonged 
arousal account for the fact that the guy 
shot so much come (we counted the 
Spurts; there were 14 total), and is the 
quantity ejaculated affected by the peri- 
od between orgasms? (I want to know 
this because, like you, I'm tremendously 
turned on by watching a guy ejaculate.) 
Third, Howie and | have returned to ob- 
serve the couple several times. They are 
rather attractive and we desperately want 
to pursue an encounter with them. Do you 
have any ideas about how we can make 
that happen? How can we approach them 
without turning them off?—P. В. 


We are all accustomed to watching world- 
class athletes doing their stuff on TV, and 
although, like Walter Mitty, we may have 
our secret fantasies, most of us have 
about as much chance of emulating these 
Olympics as we have of flying like Super- 
man. The same rules apply to sex. Mr. 
Average's five-and-a-half-inch cock gets 
hard fairly quickly, then shoots its load 
within about two to three minutes, re- 


gardless of whether he is fucking, being 
sucked, or masturbating. Under extreme 
conditions of superstimulation, he may be 
able to produce a second or even a third 
orgasm in the same session. And in rare 
cases, given the opportunity and de- 
pending on how fit he is, he is capable of 
a repeat performance the following day. 
Ms. Average probably does not need more 
than one or two orgasms a week, but de- 
pending on her husband or boyfriend, she 
may be lucky if she gets them at all. 

In my experience, a period of pro- 
longed arousal seems to increase the 
power of ejaculation in most men. | also 
have the feeling that the amount of ejac- 
ulate is actually a measured quantity that 
can be increased by extra stimulation; 
nevertheless, it is not all the semen avail- 
able, as shown by the guy you watched. 
Several of my lovers are capable of two 
or more ejaculations after very short in- 
tervals. In certain cases (if not in all), the 
more orgasms a man experiences, the 
hornier he gets. It seems as if the sperm- 
and semen-producing glands work over- 
lime during the period of sexual arousal, 
and it is a known scientific fact that the 
growth of a man's hair, beard, and fin- 
gernails is also stimulated by lots of 
healthy sex. There is, however, a limit to 
the amount of semen stored, as after sev- 
eral ejaculations there is a noticeable de- 
crease not only in quantity, but also in 
consistency: The full cream tends to 
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dwindle to skim milk. One man | know 
who was trying for some kind of personal 
endurance record actually ran out of 
sperm. His fifth and final ejaculation in a 
two-hour marathon (evoked by a blowjob 
with some manual assistance) looked 
normal enough, but hardly anything came 
out. He assured me that this in no way 
detracted from the pleasure content of 
the orgasm. 

Now, the lovers you observed in their 
aquarium are obviously not your normal, 
run-of-the-mill, "wham it in, whip it out, 
and wipe it" brigade. In fact, from your 
description of their technique, | would say 
they were well up in the local champi- 
onship class, if not actually Olympic 
standard. The fact that they perform so 
publicly possibly means that they are ex- 
hibitionists, but it may be that they are 
too busy screwing to find time to buy cur- 
tains. In any case, | think you should re- 
spect their privacy. Imagine how you 
would react if two total strangers called 
you and said, "We've been watching you 
fuck through the window and we'd like a 
piece of the action." You would probably 
call a cop, or your attorney, or look for 
another condo. 

If you were to rent an open truck—or 
maybe a "popemobile'—and install a 
king-size bed in the back and some 
floodlights to illuminate the scene, you 
could park it outside their window, switch 
on the lights, put on a similar perfor- 
mance, and hope they would stop what 
they were doing long enough to see what 
you were up to. Then you could push a 
note under their door to at least let them 
know they were dealing with kindred 
spirits. It might be a good idea to hire a 
competent get-away-car driver along with 
your mobile mattress. 


SLOW STARTER 

lama 39-year-old male who has had sex 
only twice in my entire lifetime. Once was 
with a Vietnamese prostitute, and the 
other time was with a woman 1 met who 
was looking for a place to stay. We had 
an extra room for rent in our house, and 
it just sort of happened. 

I am obviously single. The most com- 
mon excuse of the women | want to get 
involved with is that they want to wait until 
they are married, or that sex without love 
is difficult and uninteresting. All the 
women | would like to have sex with I love. 
Also, from reading the "Forum" section 
of your magazine, | have learned that 
people enjoy sex in and out of love with 
equal intensity. | would like to know if I 
am normal. Why can't I find someone to 
love me back? Maybe there is something 
wrong with me that would explain my dif- 
ficulty. | enjoy sex very much and have a 
strong desire to repeat it again.—G. S. 


What is this American obsession with 
normality? | get letters saying, "I mastur- 
bate 12 to 17 times a day," or "My hus- 
band only gets a hard-on during electric 
storms, and then he wants to make love 


in the rain, wearing Wellington boots and 
oilskins." In both cases the writer asks 
me, "Is this normal?" The answer, of 
course, is no. These people are not nor- 
mal, and neither are you. But don't let it 


get you down—normal people don't e 
make it to the top of the heap, they don't 
become president of the United States, & 
and they dont get to be the Happy 
Hooker, either A man's cologne and aftershave. 
Accepting the fact that you are differ- 
ent from Mr. Average, we have to decide 
how and why. It is like that overquoted 
saying, "The exception proves the rule." 
Nobody seems to realize that the word 
prove has another meaning, namely "to 
test." So what the proverb really means 
is that if there is an exception, there is no 
rule, and that applies to the human race. 
There is no such thing as the norm: 
Everyone is different, and the most ob- 
vious difference is between the sexes. 
Almost any man is capable of sequences 
of reasoning that, to almost every woman, 
are either lunatic or incomprehensible 
| suspect that this is your problem. You 
have a tendency to overintellectualize, 
and are forgetting the traditional roles of 
the sexes. Man is the hunter and woman 
is his prey. When he chases her, she runs 
away, but she is relying on the fact that 
he has longer legs and will inevitably 
catch her. Women tend to reject the in- 
tellectual approach; most of them im- 
mediately reply to "How about a fuck?" 
(however beautifully expressed) with a 
firm no. 
You have discovered from reading 
'Forum" that people enjoy sex (wow), but 
the questions you ask at the end of your 
etter are posed in such a roundabout 
way that it is very difficult to guess what 
you really want. | think what you are trying 
to say is, "How the hell can | get laid?" 
The solution is, very simply, "Don't take 
no for an answer!" Know what you want 
and don't give up till you get it, remem- 
bering always that when a woman says 
no, she might mean maybe 
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SNAP CRACKLE, AND POP: PART II 

While reading your column that ap- 
peared in the November 1987 issue, | 
found myself quite shocked and amazed 
at your response to the letter "Snap, 
Crackle, and Pop." I would like to say that E 
you owe an apology to its writer. 1 English 

1 have always attesied to your won- Leather. i 
derful and helpful knowledge, and I'm E 
sure that whoever wrote the letter was 
looking for just that—a professional look 
at a perplexing situation. | felt that you 
ridiculed this poor person instead of 
helping him. 

Anyway, the second part of this letter 
is about my dick. Yes, Xaviera, kid all you 
want, but my cock also cracks and pops. 
like the joint of a finger. The only thing 
different from the fella's in the previous 
letter is that my member does not snap. 
This phenomenon occurs when my dick 
is rock-hard. 

Now, if you still feel you're at a disad- 
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vantage because you cannot make a 
long-distance diagnosis, I'll be happy to 
fly there for your personal examination. 
Instead of reading your ridicule, some 
readers might be interested to know that 
there is a small percentage of us guys 
out there with diligent (but unique) 
dicks.—C. Y. 


What a typical cowboy approach. First 
you yell and criticize and try to put me 
down by telling me | don't know my job, 
because out there (way out there) there 
are others who snap, crackle, and pop. 
So yours cracks and pops, and you want 
to fly in and wave it at me. Okay, kid, what 
| suggest you do, instead of packing your 
elephant's trunk, is rent a video camera 
with sound, get that monster cracking, 
and tape it. 

While we're on the subject: As a result 
of "snap, crackle,” letter No. 1, | traveled 
miles in a beat-up station wagon to visit 
a museum (in a piece of outer space that 
shall remain nameless), in order to view 
the skeleton of a whale that was sup- 
posed to have a bone in its penis. Need- 
less to say, my marine biologist-tour 
guide-mentor-friend had fucked up. Not 
even whales have skeletons in their sex- 
ual cupboards, let alone in their sea 
cocks. 

| have seen ladies use their pussies to 
open Coca-Cola bottles, blow out can- 
dles, and yes, even smoke cigars; but 


apart from a few unexciting balancing 
acts in private, | have not seen a man do 
anything spectacular or unusual with his 
penis. If, when you view the results of your 
filming, you think you have something, 
mail the cassette to me, in care of Pent- 
house. Maybe we'll have ourselves the 
nucleus of a late-night freak show! 

And in the future, please don't get so 
uptight and didactic over what l write. In 
this column, | try to give advice to people 
who genuinely need it. To those who try 
to baffle me with gobbledygook, all | have 
to say is, where the bull shits, so can |. 


NEW SEX ACTION 

1 am a 26-year-old woman who has a 
wonderful boyfriend that | love very much. 
1 adore sex and have a body that was 
built for it (my measurements are 40-22- 
34). Ihave long blond hair and gray eyes, 
and | am well aware that my looks are 
considered sexy. 

Lately l've developed a new obsession 
that is so strong, it sometimes appears 
in my dreams. It began a couple of years 
ago when ! picked up a copy of Pent- 
house and saw a photo layout of two gor- 
geous girls pleasuring each other. It made 
me so hot! I stared at the photographs 
for hours, and since then, ! always look 
for layouts and letters depicting female 
love. Xaviera, | want to feel my huge tits 
against another girl and caress another's 
soft skin. 
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I am not afraid of my new desires. l'Il 
always love and crave a huge, hard cock, 
especially my honey's, but now there's 
something new that | want to try. If | don't 
fulfill my desires soon, I'll drive myself 
crazy—or break my neck trying to suck 
my own tits. 

Here's my problem: | have no idea 
where to find a woman. | may be a pro at 
flirting with men, but | have no idea how 
to act with a woman. | know | want her to 
be Penthouse beautiful. I really don't want 
to know her—a clandestine meeting of 
caressing anc sucking would do me just 
fine. Can you give me advice on how to 
make my fantasy a reality?—K. G 


So what's so difficult about picking up 
girls? Eighteen-year-old male virgins may 
find it hard, but you must have plenty of 
experience with men making passes at 
you. All you have to do is act the same 
way they do; just leave out the really crass 
macho bullshit. 

People in today's megapopulated cit- 
ies have a natural reluctance to be spo- 
ken to by strangers; but if you approach 
a woman you don't know, she is unlikely 
to take you for a mugger or a cop trying 
to scam her into a hooking rap. You have 
a head start over a man with the same 
need. The worst that can happen is that 
she will say no, in which case you have 
lost nothing except your time 

Recently | went to the theater with my 
boyfriend. During intermission | went to 
the ladies’ room. There were six stalls, all 
occupied. There were four sinks with 
about two yards of mirror behind them, 
but about 11 other females were fighting 
over the mirror space. One girl even 
dropped her contact lens in the sink and 
was frantically searching for it at the ex- 
pense of the other girls’ mirror space 
Meanwhile, my boyfriend had sauntered 
into the mens toilet, done what he had 
to, returned to the bar, ordered two drinks 
and | was still ninth in line to empty my 
bladder. Dont talk to me about sexual 
equality. 

However, on one visit to the loo, | be- 
came such firm friends with the lady next 
in line Ihal we actually exchanged phone 
numbers and have since become excel- 
lent buddies. I'll give you the same ad- 
vice | would give to a man who asked the 
same cuestion, which is, never miss an 
opportunity. Regard yourself as being on 
duty full-time; whenever you see a beau 
tiful girl, use any excuse to talk to her. In 
Ihe supermarket, on the subway, in an 
office-building elevator, at the fast-tood 
counter—just sail in and say hello. On 
your first meeting, all you are aiming for 
is her phone number; once you have thal, 
you can plan your campaign at leisure 
Happy hunting! 


MR. UNIVERSE 

FH start off by saying that l'm 22 years 
old. | have chestnut-brown hair and hazel 
eyes. | have also been told | could be a 
super male model and a Mr. Universe all 


wrapped up in one. | guess | can thank 
many years of working out in the gym and 
taking good care of myself. 

Well, this is my prablem. Not to sound 
conceited, but 1 think I’m too good-look- 
ing and too well built. | really want and 
need a relationship with a true and hon- 
estwoman; but it seems | cannot find one 
to like me for anything but my looks. 

/ am currently dating a 22-year-old 
stewardess. The only problem is, she em- 
barrasses me by trying to show me off 
like a new car. It's really frustrating. What 
can | do? | am at the end of my rope. 
Please publish this so that | can read your 
advice. | wish more women had a mind 
like yours.—H. C. 


A boyfriend of mine was in the movie 
business, working mainly on TV ads. | 
thought he must have a wonderful time 
filming all the beautiful models and star- 
lets one sees on the screen. "No way!" 
he said. "When they're working, all they're 
interested in is how they look. They're not 
gonna go to bed with me in case they 
have puffy eyes in front of the camera in 
the morning, and they sleep in masks and 
curlers, anyway. If you take them out when 
they're not working, they only want to go 
places where they can exhibit their beauty 
and hopefully meet producers or casting 
agents. They are useful only as acces- 
sories that one can show off to one's 
friends, like your Ferrari or your yacht." 


This of course is not true of all models— 
particularly our lovely Penthouse girls, 
who are marketing sexuality with no 
strings attached instead of nail polish or 
soft drinks—but the fact remains that a 
photographic model who turns up for 
work with a hangover and covered in love 
bites is going to find herseif without a job 
if she does it twice. 

Many gorgeous, intelligent girls have 
come to me with this complaint-—"Men 
only regard me as an accessory'—but if 
they really have brains, they can usually 
solve their own problems. The great ad- 
vantage to being beautiful is that there is 
no shortage of aspiring lovers. 

One aspect of this situation is that per- 
fect beauty is not really a 100-percent 
sexual turn-on; it is almost scary to touch 
such a person. A girl feels that she is 
probably about tenth in line for the god's 
affections, which I’m sure is why such 
people end up loving themselves so 
much; and as their self-adoration in- 
creases, they become progressively 
more difficult to get close to. 

Your description of yourself at the be- 
ginning of your letter shows that you have 
traveled a long way along the road to nar- 
cissism, "Chestnut-brown hair and hazel 
eyes” sounds like a line from a cosmetic 
ad, rather than a description of the kind 
of nice, unassuming jerk that most women 
prefer as a boyfriend, lover, husband, or 
just simply a date. So your answer is quite 


simple. Stop loving yourself so much. "Too 
good-looking, too well built" sounds too 
goddamn conceited! Incidentally, most 
air hostesses are just old-fashioned sail- 
ors, only female. They like to have a date 
in every port—preferably a good-looking 
guy so they can boast about him to the 
rest of the crew. 

You could also disguise yourself in a 
Clark Kent costume—how about a nice 
pair of horn-rims with plain glass in them? 
You can refer to them in conversation. 
saying how you are thinking of getting 
contact lenses so you wont look so 
square. You might also do wellto cut down 
on the health aspect and spend more time 
hanging around in bars and discos, 
smoking and drinking. Most of us women 
prefer something a little more earthy than 
the archangel Michael who is always on 
his way to the gym. 

We like to mold our men, correct their 
faults, and subtly train them so that they 
finally turn out almost human and you can 
take them anywhere. А man who believes 
he is perfect is a difficult canvas to paint 
on, and such a man is no challenge to a 
“true and honest woman." Probably ihe 
only kind of woman who would find you 
interesting in your present condition is one 
who could really have a ball trying to stop. 
you doing all those healthy things you en- 
joy. In any case, | cant imagine why you 
would want a woman at all when you love 
yourself so much. O4 
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were spent. We all exchanged ad- 
dresses and phone numbers. Who 
knows? I've always wanted to visit Chi- 
cago.—Name and address withheld 


UP IN SMOKE 

l've been reading "Forum" for years, but 
have never written an experience until 
Sondra recently convinced me. She is five 
foot four, 36-24-35, and 23 years old. I’m 
six foot three, slender, and 27. One eve- 
ning | came home to find her sitting on 
our bed, which doubles as a couch, 
smoking a joint. She handed it to me and 
motioned for me to sit down beside her. 
As | did, Sondra asked for a shotgun hit. 
She handed the doobie back to me and 
gazed into my eyes with her extremely 
beautiful orbs. | suddenly felt à warm 
sensation throughout my body, and be- 
ganto smile a devilish smile. | was feeling 
good, and wondered what Sondra could 
be thinking and planning next. 

| was just about to blow smoke into 
Sondra's mouth when | noticed she'd 
moved closer than necessary. She sud- 
denly placed her lips over mine and gave 
me a mind-boggling kiss. Sondra's lips 
are softer than rose petals and warm to 
the touch. | didn't want her to stop, but 
the joint was beginning to get hot. Sens- 
ing what was happening, Sondra pulled 
away, but refused to let me take a hit from 
what was left of the joint. Instead, she 
once again placed her lips to mine and 
probed my mouth with her tongue while 
giving me her breath and smoke. | was 
now completely drawn to Sondra and in 
her control—and somehow she knew it! 

By now we had finished the joint and 
were feeling very high and horny. Sondra 
turned to me and kissed me long and 
lovingly. | could feel our combined body 
heat as we held each other. We began 
caressing and softiy fondling each other 
till our bodies and passions were as one, 
Finally reaching a peak we could no 
longer stand, we began undressing each 
other with a growing lust. All the while, 
we were kissing and nibbling with hungry 
anticipation. 

After we finished disrobing, Sondra 
pushed me back on the bed and said, 
"You may be tall and skinny, but your meat 
is in all the right places!" With that, she 
began to lightly trace her fingers around, 
along, and over my not-quite-rigid cock. 
I knew what was coming next, and | didn't 
want it to be me— not just yet, anyway. 
So | rolled Sondra onto her back and said, 
"| won't be satisfied until | satisfy you first,” 
before proceeding to kiss, nibble, and 
lick her until she was in my control. 

| just took my time loving this beautiful 
woman, making sure not to get her off 
right away. | began by giving her a mean- 
ingful kiss, then started kissing and lick- 
ing my way down to her beautiful breasts. 
I started on the right, lightly kissing and 
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licking until her nipple was firm and erect. 
As | sucked it into my mouth, | heard a 
faint gasp escape Sondras lips. She 
tasted delicious, and the feeling of her 
firm tit flesh filling my mouth was incred- 
ible. As | moved to engulf her left tit, I 
could hear her moaning, which told me 
she was enjoying what | was doing to her. 
Slowly | licked and sucked her nipple till 
I thought it would come off in my mouth. 
All the while, Sondra kept pulling my head 
even closer. 

1 placed my hand on her neatly trimmed 
pussy and, slowly parting her lips, found 
that she was unbelievably wet; my finger 
slid in quite easily. | replaced my finger 
with my mouth as | began to lick and nib- 
ble her inner folds, which made her grind 
her mound against my mouth for greater 
pleasure. When I nibbled her clit, she 
came almost immediately with a shud- 
dering orgasm. But | wasn't ready to stop 
yet. Sondra was very sweet-tasting and 
| wanted more. So | began caressing her 
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We were so hot 
and wet that the coo! 
breeze from the 
fan above the bed created 
an icy-hot sensation 
on every inch of our bodies. 
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hard nipples as i continued to suck and 
lick the sweet nectar from her beautifully 
moist snatch. 

Soon she had another orgasm, which 
sent her flying as she screamed "Oh, 
God!" | drank her juices once again, then 
rolled off her, her musky aroma clinging 
to my face and beard. 

Sondra and ! rested a bit as we kissed 
and held each other. As | looked into her 
eyes, | saw a beautiful woman grateful 
for the patience I'd given her. It didn't take 
long before | found out just how grateful 
she was. 

She began by giving me a tong and 
loving kiss, then went right to the meat of 
the matter. She gently grabbed my ach- 
ing cock and licked the precome from its 
purplish head before lightly kissing and 
licking its entire length. | thought | was 
going to come right there and then, but 
the joint we'd smoked earlier had dead- 
ened the nerves just enough. Sondra be- 
gan to deep-throat my cock. She knew | 
was at the brink of coming and showed 
no mercy. | fetta wave of intense pleasure 
as she swallowed my cock, and then ! 
came almost immediately. Sondra de- 
voured me till she got every last drop. 


She didn't let me go soft; rather, she con- 
tinued until | was harder than before. 

She released her warm, soothing grip 
from my cock, reached up, and kissed 
me passionately. Then she straddled me 
and began gyrating her hips while | ca- 
ressed her tits and firm ass. | could feel 
all seven inches of my hard dick being 
stimulated by her pussy's contracting and 
releasing. The feeling was fantastic, and 
soon we were bucking wildly together. I 
was aboutto come when Sondra jumped 
off and we locked ourselves in a feverish 
Sixty-nine. Soon we were both coming to- 
gether. It was truly the most sensual, 
beautiful experience that | ever had in my 
lifetime. 

Totally exhausted, we lay in each oth- 
er's arms, kissing and caressing as we 
calmed ourselves from a completely sat- 
isfying evening together. As we drifted 
off to sleep with smiles on our faces, I 
wished everyone could be this happy— 
Name and address withheld 


SEX SIREN 

As an emergency-department nurse in 
Southern California, it is a part of my 
training to do paramedic ride-alongs to 
observe the techniques of medical inter- 
vention. Little did | know that one of my 
rides would turn out to be the experience 
of my life and my entry to a very exclusive 
group. 

During these excursions, Pd find my- 
self getting very excited whenever the rig 
would pull out of the tire station, its siren 
blaring and the lights flashing. Between 
runs, | enjoyed the company of two very 
attractive, enthusiastic paramedics. 
These guys rísk their lives and deal with 
life's rnost unpleasant situations on a daily 
basis. One of them, Josh, was particu- 
larly attractive to me. | found my eyes re- 
peatedly wandering to follow the lines of 
his jumpsuit, fantasizing about what it 
might contain and admiring the tight ass 
that it concealed. While I was in the mid- 
die of one such erotic daydream, the 
alarm went off. We listened for the street 
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address, and then took off. 

We zoomed down the street with the 
lights and siren on. | got hot and closed 
my eyes for a moment to enjoy my fan- 
tasy. As we assisted our elderly patient, 
I noticed Josh looking at me. When my 
eyes met his, he gave me one of those 
looks, and | blushed. | wondered if he 
somehow figured out what | was thinking. 
| knew right then and there that | just had 
to have him! 

After we had dropped the patient off 
and were making our way back to the fire 
station, | turned to Josh and said, "You 
know, I've always wondered what you 
guys wear under those jumpsuits." While 
| spoke, | playfully toyed with the zipper 
of his suit. Josh put his arm around my 
waist and smiled. “I'm sure | can satisfy 
your curiosity," he replied with a smile. 
We pulled into the parking lot. Josh 
climbed into the back of the rig where | 
was sitting, saying to his partner over his 
shoulder, "We've got us a ‘code three’ 
here” 

Josh sat down next to me. His hand 
moved slowly but purposefully along my 
cheekbone to behind my head as he 
pulled my face forward to kiss me. | felt 
my pulse racing and my juices flowing 
from the intensity and passion of his kiss. 
His hands moved down and he deftly 
started to undress me. Thís guy's a pro, 
I thought, realizing that my fantasy was 
about to come true. | went straight for his 


zipper, pulling it down to reveal a sensual 
chest and tight red bikini briefs with an 
already protruding member. | traced the 
same line the zipper had just passed, 
cupping my hands around the balls at 
the end of its trail. His mouth went down 
to suck and kiss my breasts. 

As | pressed his head against my chest, 
| realized we were not alone. | looked up 
into the rearview mirror to see Josh's 
partner's eyes and an approving smile. 
That did it! The enticement of exhibition- 
ism set me off. Dropping to my knees, ! 
slid the blue jumpsuit and red underwear 
off of Josh and wasted no time in wrap- 
ping my lips around his cock. | wanted 
totake my time teasing and pleasing him, 
but | was afraid we would get another 
emergency call at any minute. 

Josh's groans of pleasure grew more 
intense, and he must have also sensed 
the needto act quickly, because with one 
Swift movement, he swept me up and put 
me down on top of one of the stretchers. 
He stood over me, preparing to mount, 
then signaled his partner, "We're ready 
for code three." His partner switched on 
the lights and siren at the exact moment 
that Josh penetrated me. My hips met his 
every thrust; his strokes were long and 
deep. | felt myself coming, and couldn't 
even hear the siren over the sounds of 
my own screams of ecstasy. He clutched 
me close to him, moaning softly as he 
came. | tensed every muscle | had, strok- 


ing and milking him dry. 

As we settled down to savor the event, 
the alarm went off; we were needed at 
another medical emergency. We dressed 
quickly in anticipation of a life-or-death 
situation. As the ambulance rolled off into 
the night, Josh looked at me longingly 
and whispered, "Welcome to the code- 
three club." | later found out that | was 
not alone in being turned on in the back 
of an emergency transport vehicle, and 
several other paramedics had used the 
stretcher equipment for what certainly 
were emergencies but not life-threaten- 
ing in nature. This particular form of re- 
suscitation was referred to by all the guys 
on the paramedic team as a “code three." 
From what | hear, at least half a dozen 
more members have been added to the 
"club" since my wild initiation, and mem- 
bership is growing fast. Next time you see 
an ambulance race past you, have a good 
ook at the driver. If he has an ear-split- 
ting grin on his face and a glazed look in 
his eyes, you can be sure he's a card- 
carrying member of our little clubl— 
Name and address withheldO4d—g 


For more provocative, stimulating, and 
controversial letters, read the exciting 
Forum Magazine now on sale at your 
newsstand, or for this month's copy, 
send $3.00 to Forum Magazine, 200 
N. 12th St., Newark, NJ 07104 
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READING AS A DRUG 


BY EMILY PRAGER 


of the school season, and once again you'll be dueling 

with crack dealers, and dodging machine-gun fire, and 
failing to teach students to read. It's not your fault, and frankly, 
I cant blame the kids, either. Given the choice between an all- 
night drug party and diagraming a sentence, which would you 
pick? Or say it's between strangling your girlfriend during rough 
sex and explaining the pluperfect—which seems more excit- 
ing to you? No. There's only one way to teach kids reading in 
1988, and that's to teach it as the drug it truly is. That's right, 
teachers, it's time to get down. And if you just usethe following 
method, by spring they'll be killing for library cards. 

Blow Your Mind: The Official 1988 Teacher's Manual for 
Slow Readers: 

Before you begin the lesson, ask the students the following 
test question. "Name two substances that will keep you in a 
chair for six hours, unmoving, completely detached from the 
outside world, but not nodding out." As the students shout out 
possibilities, turn and write the correct answers on the black- 
board. "LSD" and "Books." Underline them. The students will 
be dubious about books, and at this point you must give them 
some historical background. 


n ux teachers of America! It's September, the start 


world where drugs are scarce, books are the main way to get 
high. In the Soviet Union, alcohol is legal but books are not! 
Amazing, but true." 

So why, you ask, are so many American kids getting high 
on coke when they could be getting whacked on books? The 
answer is twofold: They don't know how and they don't know 
what they're missing. 

How to snort books. If you have endowed the previous 
speech with enough excitement, the children will be riveted. 
Now continue. "How do you get high from reading?" Turn and 
face the class and explain: "First choose your drug of choice 
from the library. Then sit down alone somewhere—inside, out- 
side, doesn't matter. Drop the book in your lap and open it. 
Books take longer to come on than other drugs, so take note: 
You. must read 20 pages before it kicks in. Once it's in, you 
can read anywhere: welfare-hotel hallways, holding pens, crack 
houses. | promise you. But those first 20 pages require con- 
centration. How do you concentrate? You already do. Think of 
it this way: 

“Say you want to mug an old lady. You follow her, see where 
she lives, what her routine is, examine her door lock to see if 

it's pickable, lurk by the elevator 


Memorize and deliver the fol- 
lowing short speech. 

"Before the sixties, children 
had no drugs to ingest. | know 
it seems impossible, but with the 
exceptions of sugar and the oc- 
casional bottle of St. Joseph's 
baby aspirin, children were 
pretty much drug-free. Like the 
early settlers, they were forced 
to seek natural and legal ways 
to get high; and in so doing, they 
discovered a drug so powerful, 
so pleasurable, so mind-ex- 
panding, that it has been in use 
since the dawn of.civilization. 
That drug was reading. The vials 
it came in—books. You doubt? 
Well, ask yourself this question: 
Why are so many books banned 
in Communist countries? Why 
are so many writers impris- 
oned? Because books blow your 
mind, and in the Communist 


when she returns until, bingo, 
you've got her! That's concen- 
tration at work. That's focus. You 
can when you want to. Now do 
it with books. 

"Scientific fact: You do get 
stoned from reading. Great writ- 
erscreate motion pictures ofthe 
mind that trigger the brain to re- 
lease chemicals (speed, 'ludes, 
hallucinogens) into the blood- 
stream. Each book gives a dif- 
ferent high and reading is ad- 
dictive.” Assume an ominous 
expression, then continue. 
"Frankly, we haven't taught 
reading as a drug because we 
thought you would get too 
stoned, too blissed-out. In fact, 
you probably cant handle it. 
Forget what | said. Don't do it. 
Don't read. You're too young. It's 
too dangerous. Just say no. 
Class dismissed." 
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SCENES 


BY BABS LEFRAK 


Prepare for an invasion un- 
surpassed in modern super- 
hero history. Trained in the 
ancient skills of martial arts by 
their rat-master, Splinter, 
they're fighting for truth, jus- 
lice, and pepperoni pizza, 
from their secret lair beneath 
the streets of New York. 
Look out for Teenage Mutant 
Ninja Turtles! 

It's no joke—these guys 
are for real. Created by artist 
Kevin Eastman and story- 
teller Peter Laird, the series 
of so-called alternative or 
independent comic books got 
its start in 1984. The perfect 
mixture of camp, humor, 
and adventure propelled 
T.M.N.T. into an immediate hit, 
and the creators set up in 
Massachusetts. 

Why turtles? "It just sort of 
happened," Eastman claims. 
"They fit the parody. They're 
the last thing youd imagine 
as lithe, athletic ninjas." 

The half-shelled heroes are 
just four fun-loving Renais- 
sance teenagers who like to 
party in their off-hours. Leo- 
nardo (Leo to his brothers) 
usually takes the lead with his 
powerful katana blades. 
Raphael can be a real joke- 
ster when he's not hurling 
manhole covers as if they 
were Frisbees. Brother Dona- 
tello (Don) is the brains 
behind the brawn—the guy 
who's equally at home deci- 
phering a computer program 
as wielding his staff. And 
finally there's Michaelangelo, 
the party animal of the clan. 
Mike has the cool to swing 
his nunchaku in one 
hand while holding a 
slice of pizza in the other. 

The growth of the Turtles’ 
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popularity has been so 
tremendous from the early 
days of the original black-and- 
white comics that their cre- 
ators have now branched out 
to do color projects. First 
Comics of Chicago is pub- 
lishing a series of Turtles 
"graphic novels"—sophisti- 
cated colorized versions 

of the original stories, com- 
piled in book format. Archie 
Comics is issuing a series 

of traditional comic books 
based on the syndicated 
television series of the Turtles 
adventures. 

For the ultimate Turtles 
enthusiast comes T.M.N.T. 
action figures from Playmate 
Toys. The four guys, armed 
with their ninja weapons— 
along with Master Splinter and 
their voluptuous reporter 
friend April—went on sale this 
summer. Their chaos-creat- 
ing enemies, the Foot Clan, 
are represented by Rock- 
steady (a mutant rhino), 
Bebop (a human-size punk 
hog), and the Turtles arch- 
fiend, the slicing and dicing 
Shredder. All are fully articu- 
lated, so the boys can be 
moved as you create your 
own adventures. 
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PEOPLE 


BY PATRICE BALDWIN 


Remember the old comedy 
routine, “You can call me Ray, 
or you can call me Jay, or 
you can... "? The odds are 
with you if you bet that some- 
where in his vast record 
collection, Steve Stein has a 
copy of what surely must 
be his theme song. You can 
call him Steve if he's wearing 
his free-lance copywriter 
and producer hat, or you can 
call him Steinski in his capac- 
ity as an underground hip- 
hop recording star. It might be 
Mr. Stein to you if he's in the 
middle of composing a tune 
for Penn and Те!ег5 new 
movie. Then again, you can 
call him Ralphie if you dial 
"Ralphie's Bop City, the Home 
of Fun, at (212) 505-5091." 
Most people have some 
idea of what copywriters do 
on a daily basis. And it's 
not too hard to imagine what 
recording artists get up to. 
Ralphie's Bop City is a little 
harder to explain. "What I tell 
people," Stein tells Pent- 
house, “is, look, do this now 
on the telephone. It's com- 
pletely self-ex- 
| 
| 


| 


planatory if you 
listen all 


M 


\ 
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the way to the end; it takes 
ten or 15 minutes. Here's the 
number." By dialing the 

Bop City line, people from 
across the U.S. and even 
England have been, for the 
last ten years, tying into 

an interactive recorded mes- 
sage that will invite them, 
after listening to the 
responses to the previous 
week's query, to give answers 
to questions like, "What do 
you do when you're 
depressed?" or "What's the 
cruelest thing your parents 
ever did to you?" Answers are 
then edited by Stein for 
inclusion on the next taped 
message. 

The main problem people 
have understanding the 
Ralphie's concept is the fact 
that Stein's sole reason for 
creating the Bop City line is 
his offbeat sense of fun. 
While most of us spend our 
free time pursuing more 
traditional forms of recreation, 
Stein spends three or four 
hours every two or three 
weeks editing and creating a 
new message. "The first 
thing people say to me when 
they hear about this ist ‘How 
do you make money off 
it?’ | always say, 1 don't, it 
costs те. And then 
they say, ‘Why do you 

do it?’ People can- 
not under- 
stand 
doing 


something for fun and not 
profit. It's a shame. It makes 
me feel good when | work 
on it—I can't buy that." 

Stein may be able to buy 
anything he wants, now 
that some of his other creative 
alter egos are taking off. As 
Steinski, he modestly admits, 
“Most people won't know 
my records. l'm sort of a mi- 
nor cult thing in England, 
and an extremely minor cult 
thing here." However, three of 
his mixes on the Tommy 
Boy label, eclectic blends of 
backbeat and spoken word, 
were on the Top 10 request 
charts of black radio stations 
around the country; and 
one of them, a frightening re- 
creation of John Kennedy's 
assassination called "The 
Motorcade Sped On,” was 
produced as a flexidisc 
attached to one of Britain's 
biggest music weeklies. 
Unfortunately, due to legal 
problems, these records are 
not available for retail sale. 
Now working with Island 
Records in England, Steinski 
and Mass Media have legally 
hit the airwaves with not 
only dance music, but adver- 
tising jingles. "We'll Be Right 
Back," a sardonic look at 
adverts, has been used by 
Ovaltine in their commercials. 

Ovaltine is not the only 
big name impressed by 
Stein's creative output. When 
Penn Jillette, the magician- 
madman half of Penn and 
Teller, was looking for a song 
for the team's upcoming 
movie, Stein relates, "He said, 
"Wouldn't it be cool if we 
could get a track like "The 
Motorcade Sped On"? And a 
mutual friend said, 'Why 
don't you just get the guy who 
did it?' Penn and Teller were 
like, 'Go crazy, go nuts, be 
extreme, and | was." 


FASHION 


BY LYNN KEARCHER 


Although competitive sports 
and fashion seem to be 
different worlds, it is interest- 
ing to note just how close 
they can be. 

Take, for example, the 
famous Ali-versus-Frazier fight 
in 1971. Extensive media 
coverage of the fight esca- 
lated the sale of hot pants. 
While rich women frantically 
bought up blue-mink hot 
pants, the less affluent real- 
ized that the classic boxer 
was equally fashionable— 
and, for a mere 12 bucks, a 
real bargain. Consequently, a 
run on boxer shorts made 
by Everlast swept across the 
country. Today the boxer is 
a classic in both women's and 
men's fashion. 

Pieter O'Brien, communi- 
cations director for The 
Greif Companies (the licensee 
for Alexander Julian, Ralph 
Lauren, Perry Ellis, and a 
handful of other designers), 
tells us, "The varsity-football 
cardigan is the archetypal 
sport-influenced fashion item 
which has successfully en- 
dured the decades. The 
American male has become 
more athletically fit. He may 
not aggressively participate in 
competitive sports; however, 
he wants to dress like he is 
sport-conscious.” O'Brien is 
quick to point out that a 
mere 20 years ago, active- 
wear concentrated on cloth- 


ing for such gentlemanly 
pursuits as tennis, sailing, and 
golf. "Today, however, sports- 
wear and activewear are 
influenced by athletes and 
the fitness revolution.” 

Liz Claiborne's recent 
collection entitled ‘America’s 
Cup,” featuring shirts and 
accessories for men, appro- 
priately called Regatta Stripe 
and Admiral's Check, is one 
example. Designer Bill Robin- 
son prefers the slopes as a 
source for some of his de- 
signs, reaching back to fifties 
ski apparel. And perhaps 
the most obvious indication 
that America is crazy for 
sport-inspired clothing is the 
success of L.L. Bean. What 
began in 1911 as a mail- 
order house for the full- 
blooded woodsman has now 
become a shopping mecca 
for yuppies. 

A young company called 
Le Coq Sportif has capital- 
ized on competitive sports 
in a slightly different 
way. Rather than rein- 
terpret sports uniform 
so that they're appli- 
cable for street 
wear, they manu- 
facture flashy, 
sexy, colorful 
activewear to be 
worn first for sports 
participation and 
second for leisure. 
Known for their “сот- 
mitment to beach life- 
style apparel," Le Coq 
Sportif sponsored 
the Pro Beach Volley- 
ball series this past 
year. Bold graph- 
ics, brilliant 
colors, body- 
hugging Ly- 
cra, and 
a European 
flair are 
their uni- 


versal trademarks. Le Coq 
Sportif's involvement with the 
marriage of sport and fashion 
extends to professional golf, 
cycling, and tennis as well, 
and they dress professional 
athletes in these fields. 
Finding the sporting influ- 
ence in fashion becomes 
an endless pursuit. Even ac- 
cessories have their roots 
in sport—take aviator 
glasses, for example, or 
basketball high-tops. But just 
what does the blending of 
these two worlds have to say 
about our society? O'Brien 
sees it as man’s plumage: 
"What better way to stalk a 
m woman than 
with a fit, 
athletic im- 
age, and 
clothing to 
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“There was a huge period 


BY ROBERT SABAT 


Looking back, it was as 
inevitable as blood spreading 
in freshly fallen snow. Inevita- 
ble that a new crop of young 
writers specializing in that 
bastard genre, horror—writers 
who, though their styles and 
approaches differ markedly, 
share an anarchic sensibility 
informed by rock 'n’ roll 

and who often write about 
contemporary urban sub- 
jects—be grouped together 
and given an easy-to-digest 
label: the Splat Pack. Pent- 
house talked to four of the 
Pack's most highly regarded 
members about their work, 
which has been termed 
“splatter punk." 

John Skipp and Craig 
Spector have been collabo- 
rators on various projects 
for almost 16 years, writing 
some 300 songs as well 
as seven short stories and 
four novels. Their first, The 
Light at the End (Bantam), 
about vampires in the New 
York City subway system, 
along with Clive Barker's 
Books of Blood [see his new 
story in this issue—Ed.], 
helped ignite the splatter- 
punk movement. There were 
also, according to Skipp, 
"some of the really ghastly 
short stories that David J. 
Schow was doing at the time. 
It appeared as though it 
was a movement." 

"Even though, at the time, 
we didn't know each other," 
adds Spector. "We're all 
horror writers, and we want 
to wake things up. What 
were doing when were writ- 
ing is trying to scare our- 
selves, and a lot of the stuff 
that we'd been seeing wasn't 
doing the job." 
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of pedestrian horror that 

we're reacting off of," says 
Skipp. "Generic slasher stuff. 
And there's been the continu- 
ance of the armchair horror 


tradition, of the 
spooky story that a civilized 
person can read in the dark of 
night and get their little chill 
from. Our work is fast and 
frenetic and in your face." 

"Splatter punk, in a way, is 
the fast lane of horror," Spec- 
tor explains. "It's the rock 
т roll of horror. You get into 
splatter punk and you know 
that you are not going to 
be doing the speed limit." 

With nearly two million 
copies of their novels in print, 
Skipp and Spector are nudg- 
ing the mainstream. Besides 
Light, there's The Cleanup 
and The Scream and the 
upcoming Dead Lines, about 
the apartment of a rather 
desperate dead writer and its 
new tenants (all published 
by Bantam). They've also 
edited the forthcoming Book 
of the Dead (Bantam), an 
anthology of new zombie sto- 
ries, including one by David 
J. Schow. 

"Splatter equals graphic 
specifics," says Schow. "Punk 
tracks the deviation from 
tea-cozy horror the way punk 
music spun off from rock 
'n' roll. Writing goosh is sim- 
ple; just replicate Friday 


the 13th. Silver Scream 
Right now l'm (Tor), which 
in a dead | features Barker, 


| Skipp, Spector, 

Richard Chris- 
| tian Matheson, 
and others. 

4 "We haven't 

| created a new 
field," he says, 
"but | don't 
know where else | can read 
writing like this." 

Matheson would agree. A 
Hollywood veteran who's 
written hundreds of scripts, 
been story editor and pro- ` 
ducer on dozens of TV 
shows, and is now 

writing and producing 
films, his fiction has 
consisted primarily 
of short-short sto- 
ries—abrupt, 


heat for the 
most revolting 
contribution 
to Book of the 
Dead—but 


the 
chal- 


lenge is tightly woven 

to give the pieces that are 
readers less outwardly 
the payoff in graphic than 
return for the others’ 
subjecting work. “I'm 


interested in going 
inward—for me, that's 
horror's most evocative 
scape,” he says. "The brain 
is potentially the ultimate 
horror. | see the sullen sto- 
icism of the mass murderer in 
the courtroom, and | find 

that so much more interest- 
ing—and disturbing—than a 
guy with a chainsaw chasing a 
screaming girl." 

A collection of Matheson's 
stories, Scars and Other 
Distinguishing Marks (Tor), 
has just been published, and 
he's currently working on 
his first novel. 

Matheson's unique point- 
of-view represents a twist 
on the Splat Pack standard. 
“If their approach is the knife 
that opens the vein," he 
says, "mine is the needle that 
injects the virus." 


them to horror 
that is ‘turned up 
to 11,’ as Nigel 
says in Spinal Tap." 
Schow, who lives in Holly- 
wood and frequently writes of 
that city's seamier side, has 
a brand-new novel, The 
Kill Riff (Tor), which gives us 
the nightmarish psychology 
behind the systematic mur- 
ders of the members of a 
heavy-metal band. His short 
stories include award-win- 
ners and he is notorious 
for violating horror's standard 
taboos—especially where 
sex is concerned: "Most 
current horror cuts directly 
from the clinch to the post- 
coital lighting of cigarettes. 
That's not a curtain | care 
to draw." To provide a sample 
of splatter punk's best, Schow 
has edited the anthology 


alkanes: 


BY ART CUMINGS 


"Sorry to keep you waiting, sir." 


More than 20 years ago, | was talking to a leading 
Israeli psychiatrist about Adolf Eichmann, who had 
so willingly carried out his Nazi superiors' orders to 
liquidate Jews. The psychiatrist said that, contrary to 
general belief, Eichmann was not a blindly obedient 
conformist who was just "following orders." Instead 
said the doctor, Eichmann was an individual of "good 
average intelligence" who knew exactly what he was 
doing. The psychiatrist's terrifying conclusion was that 
"in contemporary societies, modern man—wanting 
and being allowed to kill—would do it in the same 
manner as Eichmann did.” 

The doctor was Professor |. S. Kulcsar, then direc- 
tor of the psychiatry depart- 
ment at a Tel Aviv hospital, who 
had psychologically examined 
Eichmann in an Israeli prison 
during the trial that led to his 
hanging in 1962 for crimes 
against the Jewish people and 
humanity. In our conversation, 
the doctor went on to make the 
point that, in effect, there is a 
little of Eichmann in each of us. 
But his warning also conveyed 
to me his fear that all too many 
contemporary societies are al- 
lowing and even encouraging 
modern man to kill in concen- 
tration-camp fashion 

His observations, as | re- 
cently recalled them while re- 
searching this article, seem to 
render awesomely clear some 
of the underlying causes of 
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man’s endless cruelty to man—and to woman and 
child. Reviewing the list of horrors inflicted today on 
millions throughout the world, one cannot but wonder 
if there is something all too human about the destruc- 
tion of human rights. 

Indeed, institutionalized cruelty, mostly practiced 
by governments against their own citizens, pervades 
our world. In a numbingly systematic manner, ittakes 
the form of full-fledged massacres and executions 
(most of which we only learn of after the fact), ever 
more sophisticated methods of torture, mass popu- 
lation removals that are also too often unnoticed by 
the outside world, arbitrary imprisonment of people 
who simply become forgotten 
statistics, and, finally, just plain 
“disappearances.” 

| have heard and read scores 
of accounts that defy the imag- 
ination by victims of imprison- 
ment and torture and by wit- 
nesses to executions. Reflecting 
on the character of torturers— 
frequently, these days, men with 
a reasonable degree of edu- 
cation and decent family back- 
grounds—my conversation with 
Professor Kulcsar haunted my 
thoughts. “If you scratch long 
and deep enough,” he had 
told me, “you will remove the 
veneer of civilization from any 
human being—and Eichmann 
will come out." 

I thought about the pleasant 
and worldly Brazilian Air Force 
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and Navy officers, and the Argentine and 
Chilean Army officers, whom | knew so 
well before they turned out to be tortur- 
ers. | reflected on the Arab and African 
cabinet ministers, many with Sorbonne 
doctorates, who ordered and enjoyed the 
torturing of their enemies. And | thought 
of Eichmann's ghost when | read in an 
Amnesty International report that in Is- 
rael —/srael!—long before the riots in the 
occupied territories this year, "some Pal- 
estinians ... arrested for security rea- 
sons and interrogated by the Shin Beth 
intelligence services, have been hooded, 
handcuffed, and forced to stand without 
moving for many hours at a time for sev- 
eral days, and have been exposed while 
naked to cold showers or cold-air venti- 
lators for long periods of time." Shootings 
and beatings would come later—at the 
hands of the Army. 

The destruction of human rights is not 
limited, however, to killing and beating-— 
and none of us, alas, is blameless. Con- 
sider the forcible removal of populations. 
These uprootings, for alleged "national 
security" or “counterinsurgency” rea- 
sons, are reminiscent of the deportations 
of whole national groups by the Nazis and 
the Soviets during the Second World War. 
They constitute one of today's interna- 
tional mass tragedies, affecting millions 
of people. Americans in Indochina up- 
rooted probably one million or more vil- 
lagers to make room for battle zones, and 
the Soviets have done likewise in Af- 
ghanistan. Iraq is doing it with the Kurds. 
Regimes in leftist Nicaragua and rightist 
Guatemala and El Salvador have forcibly 
removed hundreds of thousands of rural 
dwellers. Ethiopia's Marxist government 
has moved five million half-starved peas- 
ants into strategic villages. 

That genocide and individual abuses 
of human rights should continue to be 
tolerated on such an extraordinary scale 
at a time of seemingly unprecedented, 
civilizing progress—and that these prac- 
tices are generally ignored by Americans 
and others in the West— constitutes with- 
out question the greatest and most 
shameful reality of our time. 

Forty years after the United Nations 
approved its Universal Declaration of 
Human Rights (the anniversary is on De- 
cember 10), the almost universal disre- 
gard of such rights remains appalling. For 
reasons of political or ideological views, 
religious faith, ethnic origin, family ties. 
sex, or race, people may be killed by 
shooting, beheading, hanging. stoning, 
or crucifixion; murdered secretly by local 
soldiers and policemen; or thrown with- 
out explanation into prison cells for years, 
sometimes in total darkness and isola- 
tion. Others are tortured physically by 
ancient or state-of-the-art devices (or 
both), or have limbs severely mutilated 
or chopped off. 

tn most cases, the maximal cruelty is 
applied to political opponents and to re- 
ligious and ethnic minorities (sometimes 
the fact of religious or national identity is 
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regarded as a political threat). But me- 
dieval punishment is meted out, too, for 
minor criminal infractions, usually in Is- 
lamic countries where Sharia law pre- 
vails. In Saudi Arabia, for example, ré- 
peated theft is punished by the 
amputation of a hand. Alcoho! offenses 
against Sharia are punished by flog- 
ging—up to 300 lashes for drinking. Al- 
though such punishments violate several 
international agreements, signed by al- 
most all nations, none of the documents 
are binding, and they are usually ob- 
served in the breach. 

Although it is impossible to be precise 
about human-rights violations, the best 
educated guess is that during the lastten 
years there have probably been tens of 
thousands of executions of those hated 
or feared by their governments, with or 
without motive. in the previous decade, 
millions were killed in Asian and African 
genocide. (Such crimes are becoming a 
bit harder to hide, thanks to the work of 
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A million Ethiopians 
are being starved to death by 
their own government. 
Relief trucks attempting to 
distribute food to 
the starving were blocked. 
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Such private organizations as Amnesty 
International and to the fact that the U.S. 
State Department has been preparing 
detailed annual reports on human rights 
since 1974.) 

When civil wars converge with droughts 
and refugee migrations, death comes 
quickly to millions in Africa—as it has re- 
cently in Ethiopia, Somalia, Mozambique, 
Angola, and Zaire. It suggests that to 
many of Africa's new rulers, the rights of 
their citizens—human rights—are mean- 
ingless . . . even that human fives are ac- 
tually meaningless 

However, not only entrenched regimes 
are guilty of massacring their fellow citi- 
zens. Rebel movements, such as the 
Renamo guerrillas in Mozambique—a 
movement openly supported by right- 
wing Americans as well as the South Af- 
rican government—are responsible for 
massive killings and tortures in interne- 
cine struggles. A State Department re- 
port released this year charged that at 
least 100,000 Mozambicans have been 
murdered in less than two years in a reign 
of terror unieashed by Renamo, an ac- 
ronym for the Mozambique National Re- 
sistance. Renamo guerrillas have forced 


a million citizens to flee the country; an- 
other million have been displaced within 
Mozambique. 

Renamo may be the world's most vi- 
cious rebel movement—the guerrillas 
often slice ears, lips, noses, and limbs of 
those they choose not to kill—and it is 
shocking that its American sponsors in- 
clude Senator Jesse Helms, Senator Bob 
Dole, and Congressman Jack Kemp, 
along with wealthy businessmen and 
even evangelical Christian missionaries. 
In the words of Deputy Assistant Secre- 
tary of State for African Affairs Roy A. 
Stacy, who visited Mozambique in April, 
"What has emerged . . . is one of the most 
brutai holocausts against ordinary hu- 
man beings since World War 11." 

And in Sri Lanka, the lush island off the 
Indian coast, tens of thousands of civil- 
ians have been wantonly killed by the "Ti- 
gers’ of the nation's Tamil separatist 
movement. In the Indian state of Punjab, 
Sikh separatists have murdered over a 
thousand Hindus and Muslims in the first 
five months of 1988; 190 civilians were 
killed in one week alone. The Sikh prac- 
tice is to slaughter entire families, often 
when night falls over the villages. 


TORTURE 
Murder and mutilation are only one man- 
ifestation of worldwide brutality. Hun- 
dreds of thousands of people have been 
tortured in recent years, often in the most 
atrocious manner. Amnesty Interna- 
tional, the most important human-rights 
organization, said in its “Torture in the 
Eighties” report that “more than a third of 
the world's governments have used or 
tolerated torture or ill-treatment of pris- 
oners in the 1980s." 

Cruelty is limitless. There are reports 
from Marxist Ethiopia of victims being 
hung upside down for hours by the knees 
and wrists from a horizontal pole . . . the 
raping of women prisoners ... tying a 
heavy weight to a man's testicles . . . the 
burnirig of body parts with boiling water 
or oil... and the crushing of prisoners’ 
hands or feet. 

From Zaire there are accounts of polit- 
ical detainees made to drink their own 
urine: of electric shocks inflicted on gen- 
itals; of sticks inserted between the vic- 
tim's fingers, which are then crushed to- 
gether; and of victims constrained in leg 
irons in total darkness. 

In Paraguay, the secret police favor 
plunging a victim's head into a tank of 
water (sometimes polluted with excre- 
ment) until a sense of suffocation is in- 
duced, or wrapping a victim in a plastic 
sheet and placing him or her in a metal 
cylinder for a proionged period. 

Accounts from Syria describe the 
"Black Slave," an apparatus onto which 
the victim is seated and strapped before 
aheated metal skewer is inserted into the 
anus. The Syrians are also partial to 
pouring boiling and ice-cold water alter- 
nately over the victim. 

The most popular instrument of torture 
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inthe world today appears to be the elec- 
tric prod (normally used on cattle). Tor- 
turers like to apply itto genitals (male and 
female), breasts, and mouths. Prods are 
cheap, and require minimal training in 
their application. 

Formal executions and what human- 
rights organizations euphemistically call 
“extrajudicial executions,” which simply 
means quiet murder by the authorities, 
are another grim dimension of today's 
cruelty. Sometimes, indeed, it is not 
enough simply to kill. In Iran, for instance, 
where over 7,000 people were executed 
between 1979 and 1986, relatives of ex- 
ecuted members of the Baha'i religious 
faith were made to pay for the bullets that 
killed their loved ones before they could 
take the bodies for burial. 


CHILDREN 

There are reports from a dozen Middle 
Eastern, African, and Asian countries of 
parents being executed in front of their 
children, as well as of the killing of chil- 
dren in the presence of their parents to 
punish or intimidate them. Torture or rape 
of men and women before the eyes of 
their spouse is commonplace in many 
countries. Children are increasingly be- 
coming the direct targets of imprison- 
ment, torture, and murder. 

In South Africa, an estimated 11,000 
nonwhite children had been detained 
without trial between 1984 and 1986. Po- 
lice gunfire killed 312 children and 
wounded another 1,000. According to 
Amnesty International, "Immediately after 
arrest, children may be beaten for sev- 
eral hours while being continuously in- 
terrogated." They have been hit with fists, 
whips, or rifle butts, and kicked. "At- 
tempted strangulation, electric-shock 
torture, and beatings on the soles of the 
feet have all been reported," the account 
continued. 

Children around the world continue to 
suffer extreme sadism and cruelty as a 
matter of course—despite the U.N.'s 
Declaration on the Rights of the Child, 
which was signed almost 30 years ago. 
Athree-year-old boy shot in his mother's 
arms in Suriname in South America, four 
small boys tortured in Turkey, a seven- 
year-old boy born in prison in Ethiopia 
who has never set foot outside his cell 
... all of these and many, many more 
stand as testimony to man's dark side. 


PRISONS 

Arbitrary imprisonment is the most com- 
mon form of politically motivated human- 
rights violation. Untold millions have been 
incarcerated in this manner on all conti- 
nents since the signing of the Universal 
Declaration of Human Rights in 1948: in 
the Soviet gulag and in Chinese prisons 
and "reeducation" camps after the Com- 
munist "liberation" and the Cultural Rev- 
olution, respectively; in Cuban prisons 
both before and after Castro's revolution; 
in jails in Chile after the 1973 military coup; 
and in prisons from Iran and Iraq to Viet- 
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nam and Indonesia. 

Right now it would be a conservative 
estimate to say that at least 100,000 peo- 
ple are imprisoned on political, religious, 
ethnic, and other such grounds. Almost 
all are nameless, faceless, forgotten pris- 
oners for whom the world cares little. Am- 
nesty International, which tries in vain to 
keep track of their destinies, describes 
these wretched people as "prisoners of 
conscience." 

In Chile, over 10,000 critics of the mil- 
itary dictatorship of General Augusto 
Pinochet were arrested during 1986 and 
1987. Between 1973 (when Pinochet 
overthrew an elected government, sup- 
posedly to "save" the country from Marx- 
ism) and 1985, nearly 900,000 Chileans, 
or eight percent of the population, were 
arrested. 

Prison conditions, as a rule, are de- 
plorable everywhere. The worst are in the 
third world, where political prisoners are 
often kept with common criminals in un- 
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Children around the 
world continue to suffer 
extreme sadism 
and cruelty as a matter of 
course . . . despite the 
U.N.s Declaration 
on the Rights of the Child. 
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speakable, overcrowded conditions— 
mostly in prisons built as far back as the 
last century. | happened to see Beetho- 
ven's opera Fidelio recently, and | was 
shocked to realize how much the hag- 
gard prisoners, depicted as crawling out 
of the dungeon into the fresh air and sun- 
light of their prison courtyard in Seville 
hundreds of years ago, reminded me of 
inmates | have seen in prisons in the third 
world and Eastern Europe. Their moving 
chorus: "We still trust in God's help. . . . 
We will be free, we will find peace!" could 
be sung today in Bucharest, Tehran, 
Phnom Penh, or Cape Town. 


GENOCIDE 

So far, we've been discussing violations 
of individual human rights. No matter how 
many millions are affected, in these cases 
some kind of decision was made to shat- 
ter one person's freedom and dignity, for 
whatever reason. 

The next level of blind cruelty and sav- 
agery, which is more frightening still, in- 
cludes the mass killings and mass up- 
rootings of entire populations. In just the 
last 20 years, millions of civilians have 
been murdered in systematic programs 


of genocide. Genocide—that is, the de- 
liberate destruction of national, ethnic, or 
religious groups—was condemned by an 
overwhelming vote in the U.N. in 1948. 
As usual, the "civilized" world has con- 
tinued to tolerate unbelievable acts of 
genocide since then, with hardly a word 
of protest. These are some of the more 
horrible examples: 

* In Cambodia, the demented revolu- 
tionary Pol Pot regime murdered be- 
tween one and three million people after 
1975. Millions more were chased out of 
cities into the countryside in Pol Pot's 
crazed attempt to create a visionary 
peasant state. The U.N. Commission on 
Human Rights did not address itself to 
the fact of Cambodian genocide until 
1983—four years after Pol Pot was over- 
thrown in an invasion from neighboring 
Communist Vietnam. The government 
established has since engaged in kill- 
ings on a much lesser scale than the Pol 
Pot genocide. Although there are still 
several thousand political prisoners held 
without charges in Cambodia—and al- 
though reports of torture and of prisoners 
being buried alive have been heard—the 
U.N. remains silent. 

«In Uganda, over 300,000 citizens 
were killed between 1971 and 1979 by 
the forces of Idi Amin. Amnesty Interna- 
tional reported that whole villages had 
been massacred by his troops, and that 
in the numerous torture centers, thou- 
sands of prisoners were routinely sub- 
jected to "floggings, electric shocks, 
physical mutilation, drownings, arbitrary 
shootings," and being chained and 
burned to death in the presence of senior 
security officials. The reign of terror con- 
tinued after Amin was overthrown, and 
although a semblance of normalcy re- 
turned in 1986, the U.S. State Depart- 
ment reports that horrible torture contin- 
ues to be a way of life there. Once again, 
the U.N. has looked the other way. As Tom 
J. Farer, a leading American expert on 
human rights, remarked in a recent study, 
the U.N. "talks softly and carries a twig." 

* Equatorial Guinea, described by Farer 
as "another of the great abattoirs of our 
time," in the 1960s murdered 600 pris- 
oners (out of a total population of 300,000) 
in what the State Department called a 
“state-sanctioned policy of terror." 

* During the 1971 war when Bangla- 
desh, with Indian aid, broke away from 
Pakistan, the Pakistani military engaged 
in a campaign to liquidate Hindus and 
elite Bengali Muslims. Thousands were 
killed and millions fled to India 

* Total repression reigns in Iran and 
Iraq, at war with each other since 1980. 
In neither country is there any mercy for 
political or religious opponents. The lat- 
est State Department report on Iran notes 
that "reliable statistics were not available 
on the number of people killed for politi- 
cal or religious reasons in 1987. . . . Most 
of the executions ordered each year by 
such [revolutionary] courts amount to 
summary executions." And in Iraq, in the 
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FUCK UP! 
New York City Mayor Ed 
Koch, when asked who he 
would like to be next time 
around in the event reincar- 


nation existed, replied, "I 
want to come back as me." 
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MODERN 
LIFE 


According to a recent survey 
of schoolchildren by The 
Weekly Reader, 34 percent of 
all fourth-graders say they 
feel peer pressure to try wine 
coolers. 


A home-video company will 
offer a new tape containing 


the film colony's most noto- 
riously vulgar events, includ- 
ng Errol Flynn's rape trial, 
the car crash in which Jayne 
Mansfield was beheaded, 
and Charlie Chaplin's lurid 
divorce trial. 


NEW WORLD RECORDS 


Foire Carbonell of Peru 
claimed a new world 
record for the longest con- 
secutive period of joke tell- 
ing—48 hours nonstop. 


elebrants at a festival in 

the Little Havana section 
of Miami formed the world's 
longest conga line—119,986 
people. 
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OUR 
SWELLED 
HEAD 
AWARD TO... 


... Ivana Trump, wife of New 
York billionaire developer 
Donald Trump, who, upon 
being asked which actress 
should portray her in a movie 
version of her husband's 
autobiography, replied, "I 
think Га want Catherine 
Deneuve to play me. Like me, 
she's foreign, has a good 
head, and is beautiful." 


OUR 
NATION'S 


An affluent, suburban New 
York high school employed 
two female wrestlers to 


ALL'S WELL 
THAT ENDS 
WELL 


The Austrian government, 
stuck with millions of gallons 
of wine spiked with antifreeze 
additive, found that, mixed 
with salt, it's a very efficient 
melter of ice on highways. 


EXTREMELY М 
BAD ; 
KARMA (EA 


A leading producer of video- 
cassettes has signed a 
deal to include commercials 
in its rental videos. 


SCHOOLS AT 
WORK 


grapple in a ring of 
Jell-O to help raise funds 
for student government. 
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A Continental Airlines pilot 
admitted that he sometimes 
intentionally made several 
mistakes before his plane 
took off to see if the copilot 
was alert enough to catch 
them. The errors included 
setting the wing flaps in the 
wrong position. A spokesman 
for Continental said the 
pilot's actions were not 
approved by the company. 


MAN'S BEST FRIENDS 


Police on Long Island, New pound python, two croco- 


York, found that a couple's diles, two scorpions, and 


After spending $40,000 home housed a spitting several dogs, among other 
renovating and enlarging her STOP ME cobra, six rattlesnakes, a 300- | household pets. 


BEFORE | THE DOOMSDAY FILE 


MIAMI VICE 


A recent women's fashion 
show in Miami featured 
designs—including a 
bathing suit—that allow the 
wearer to cleverly conceal a 
gun. One motif was a 
brassiere in which a small 
pistol is hidden. 


LIFE AT 


Religious fundamentalists in the December prophecy, 
A California woman sued a Gary, Indiana, have been which claimed that the tor- 
Las Vegas casino, alleging waiting in their church for the | nado would smash everything 
that it was the casino's duty to | past several months for a except their church, will 
prevent her from losing tornado their preacher's wife | arrive at any moment— 
$265,000 at the crap tables said would strike the area although several new dates 
because she was a lousy last January. The fundamen- | for the arrival have come and 
gambler. talists are convinced that gone with no tornado. 

bedroom closet, "Miami 


Vice" costar Olivia Brown 
explained, "When 1 get 
dressed, | want to feel 
like I'm shopping." 


WAR IS 
HELL DEPT. 


According to government 
documents, among the 
expenditures of the Nicara- 
guan contras awarded Amer- 
ican "humanitarian" aid, 

were $5,760.53 for deodorant, 
620 boxes of candy costing 
$6,570, and living-room 
furniture. 
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ELEPHANT 
JOKE OF 
THE MONTH 


A New Jersey man stole two 
elephants from an animal- 
training group, alleging that 
the organization mistreated 
the huge mammals. Despite 
the difficulty in hiding two 
kidnapped elephants, author- 
ities were unable to find 

their abductor. 


THANK YOU 
VERY MUCH 


Several Chinese rest- 
aurants in San Fran- $ 
cisco now include 
condoms in their 
fortune cookies. 


DOG DAY 
AFTERNOON 


A New Jersey man was 
arrested on robbery charges 
after he held up a bank by 
passing a note to a teller 
warning her that he had a 
gun. The robber fled the 
bank with $8,000, but police 
discovered that he had 
written the robbery note on 
his own paycheck stub. 


ONLY IN 
AMERICA 


A homeless New York woman 
who lived on a sidewalk 

was suddenly catapulted into 
fame when city officials 

tried to force her into psychi- 
atric treatment. Since then, 
she has appeared on TV and 
is now considering lucrative 
book and movie offers. She 
also addressed a seminar at 
Harvard on legal issues. 

She subsequently returned to 
the street, where she shouts 
insults and obscenities at 
passersby. 


ADVANCE 
WARNING 


To mark the 30th anniversary 
of the "Alvin and the Chip- 
munks" characters, a record 
company plans to 
rerelease all 18 Chipmunk 
albums. 


HOOVER IS 
PRESIDENT 


A random poll of Americans 
revealed that seven percent 
of those surveyed thought 
that Earl Warren is chief jus- 
tice of the U.S. Supreme 
Court. Warren, a former chief 
justice, has been dead nearly 
20 years. 


THE JERRY 
FALWELL 
MEMORIAL 
FILE 


An arts center in Marietta, 
Georgia, was ordered to 
cease using nude models in 
art classes because, said 
local officials, of a possible 
negative community reaction. 


Jeb Stuart Magruder, the 
former Nixon White House 
official who spent seven 
months in prison for his role 
in the Watergate scandal, 
is now chief of the Commis- 
sion on Values and Ethics 
in Columbus, Ohio. 


CORRECTION 
OF THE 
MONTH 


After receiving complaints 
from boxing promoter Don 
King about an article con- 
cerning his background, the 
editors of an Atlantic City 
newspaper ran the following 
correction: "Due to a report- 
er's error, the Press erro- 
neously reported yesterday 
that Don King had been 
convicted of armed robbery. 
Actually, Mr. King served 
time for manslaughter." 


A PLACE IN 
THE SUN 


An Illinois man who had been 
convicted six times for doing 


yardwork in the nude was 
sentenced to 30 days in jail 
by a sympathetic judge, 

who compared the man to 
Thoreau, but added that 

he had one "annoying" habit: 
being a nudist. 


THE WAY 
TO 60 


EDITOR'S NOTE: 


We welcome your contributions for future "Dreams & 
Diversions" columns, and we will give a free one-year sub- 
scription to Penthouse to each reader whose item is 
printed. Send clippings to: Dreams & Diversions, c/o 
Penthouse, 1965 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10023. Please 
include the name of the newspaper, the page number, and 
the date the clipping was published. 


A former Dallas banker, told 
he had AIDS, embezzled 
more than $1 million from his 
bank for a final fling. 
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COMMOTION 


Although pirate television is a phenomenon unheard of in the 
States, unauthorized broadcasting from extraterritorial waters 
made Linda Dubbeldeman famous in Holland. Until recently 
a costar of the popular show "Verona"—a satire of soaps, 
game shows, and celebrities—pretty Linda won herself le- 
gions of fans. Now she's aiming to make her mark in records 
and films, and she's thrilled about appearing in Penthouse. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY JOOP DE KONING 


"| used to be very shy," says the 24-year-old Linda. "I 

Still am, really. | always thought other people were much 

prettier and better than me. Being in show business 
has helped me to get over my inferiority complex." 
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Linda's most definitely a man's woman. "I have no gir 

friends," she says. "Women are almost always jealous 

and shortsighted. That's why | much prefer to be with 

men. If a man is kind and considerate, | reward him in 
my own way." 


A fervent admirer of things American, she says of Mar- 
ilyn Monroe, "I collect everything with her picture on it, 
right down to kitchen aprons. I'm a big fan of hers 
because she was such a beautiful and fascinating 
woman. She was underestimated as an actress." 
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Linda's 
dream is to 
make it 

big in Ameri- 
can TV. 

"| know | can 
do it," she 
says. "I 

just hope 
someone 
gives me the 
chance... .” 
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ARTICLE 


His father's job has 
made things easier for Jeb Bush 
and some of his friends. 
Imagine what might happen if George Bush 
is elected president... . 


FAMILY 


{IES 


BY JOE CUOMO 


Miguel Recarey, chairman of International Medical 
Centers, the largest Medicare health-maintenance or- 
ganization in the country, had a problem. He was de- 
frauding the government. But that wasn't the problem. 
The problem was that the government was making it 
difficult. A new regulation, the so-called 50-50 rule, 
had recently gone into effect, limiting the number of 
Medicare patients any HMO could enroll to half of its 
total clientele. Recarey had big plans for І.М.С. He was 
going to expand. If you knew how to get at it, there was 
money in Medicare. But this regulation was bad for 
business. It would slow everything down. Recarey 
needed a waiver. 

Meanwhile, a budding real estate entrepreneur, Jeb 
Bush, son of Vice President George Bush, had a deal 
in the works. Jeb had been engaged by Recarey's 
1.M.C. to relocate its Miami headquarters. Once the 
deal was consummated, Jeb's firm, Bush Realty, stood 
to collect a quarter of a million dollars. 

But I.M.C. was having trouble. Business trouble. Al- 
most from the day the slickly packaged HMO had 
opened its doors, patients had been complaining. 
Doctors had been complaining; hospitals had been 
complaining. 1.М.С. just wasn't paying its bills. It was 
also getting bad publicity, which included allegations 
of the company's insolvency. And to top it off, Medi- 
cares regional chief in Atlanta had ruled against grant- 
ing the expansion waiver. 

But Miguel Recarey was no ordinary health-main- 
tenance administrator. He might as well have been a 
character out of "Miami Vice." A federal investigation 
would later portray him as a bully who often sur- 
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rounded himself with fully armed body- 
guards. He drove a $40,000 Maserati, 
skippered a 42-foot Hatteras yacht, and 
lived in a sprawling million-dollar water- 
front home. Even his HMO cum hospital 
was equipped with a fleet of four 
Mercedes and a Jag. He was a ruthless 
businessman who frequently boasted to 
other businessmen of his connections to 
Santo Trafficante, Florida's Cosa Nostra 
crime czar. 

Miguel Recarey was a man of appe- 
tites. And appetites of such magnitude 
cannot be easily curbed. Faced with an 
annoying federal regulation, Recarey ap- 
parently knew what to do. He simply 
askedthe son of the Vice President of the 
United States for help. And got it. 

At the time, Jeb Bush was Dade County 
Republican party chairman, not a gov- 
ernment official. Florida G.O.P types had 
once floated his name as a potential 
congressional candidate, but Jeb had 
stuck a pin in their balloon. He said he 
was more interested in making big bucks. 
“I'd like to be very wealthy," he said, "апа 
I'll be glad to let you know when I think 
I've reached my goal.” 

Jeb Bush, it seems, had appetites of 
his own. 


It was early 1985. Ronald Reagan had 
just been sworn in to a second term, and 
columnists were already abuzz with ru- 
mors of George Bush positioning himself 
for 1988. The Reagan revolution was rid- 
ing high on all fronts. Even one of its health 
innovations, linking Medicare to HMOs, 
seemed to be working: Medicare paid an 
HMO a flat fee for each senior citizen it 
enrolled. In return, the HMO agreed to 
cover that enrollee's medical bills. If the 
enrollee cost the company more, it made 
up the difference. If he or she cost less, 
it reaped the profit. It was a way to cut 
Medicare by five percent without cutting 
services. But a cautious Congress, think- 
ing that private enrollees were more likely 
than the elderly to protest inadequate 
health care, put into effect the 50-50 rule 
to ensure quality care. The regulation 
prohibited any HMO from enrolling more 
Medicare patients than private ones. 

At about the same time, Jeb Bush, son 
of the Republican heir apparent, began 
doing business with 1.M.C. It was big 
business, a $12 million real estate deal. 

By March of that year, І.М.С. was ask- 
ing that the newly enacted 50-50 rule be 
waived. It was. І.М.С. had already been 
exceeding its limit of Medicare patients 
at the time the new regulation was put 
into effect; and Medicare, anticipating the 
request, granted this initial waiver in re- 
turn for the company's promise that it 
would reduce its percentage of elderly 
patients in accordance with the new rule. 

But it soon became obvious that l.M.C. 
never intended to play by the 50-50 rule. 
By May, the company was challenging 
the federal government's authority to 
monitor 1.M.C.'s progress toward meet- 
ing the requirement, and it also chal- 
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lenged the government's authority to limit 
the initial exemption to the southern Flor- 
ida counties in which |.M.C. was already 
operating. Recarey wanted an expan- 
Sion waiver—and he wanted the govern- 
ment to back off. 

Medicare's regional administrator in 
Atlanta, George Holland, ruled against 
|.M.C. on both counts. An August 1, 1985, 
letter to the HMO, drafted for Holland's 
signature, stated that it "would make little 
sense" to grant the expansion waiver, and 
requested that I.M.C. submit a "strategy, 
in writing, for increasing the private" en- 
rollment in its program. The letter, how- 
ever, was never sent. It got only as far as 
the mail bin. 

On August 10, C. McClain Haddow was 
promoted at the Department of Health 
and Human Services. He had already 
risen from chief of staff for Utah Senator 
Orrin Hatch to chief of staff for then H.H.S. 
secretary Margaret Heckler. Now he had 
become acting administrator of the Health 
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| cant be the guy 
that Jeb Bush goes to and 
gets something 
done, when I'm also the 
guy who... made 
sure it didn't get done. 
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Care Financing Administration (the H.H.S. 
arm in charge of the Medicare program). 
Sixteen days after assuming the post, he 
signed an expansion waiver of the 50-50 
rule for Miguel Recarey's I.M.C. 

Two years later, in December 1987, 
C. McClain Haddow was testifying at a 
congressional hearing. In sworn testi- 
mony, he said that Jeb Bush had called 
Secretary Heckler to obtain the expan- 
sion waiver; that Heckler had personally 
approved the waiver; and that she had 
referred Jeb to Haddow. He also remem- 
bered Heckler telling him that she had 
received "input from the White House and 
from outside the government" on the 
waiver decision. 

Haddow tells me that Jeb intervened 
twice—once prior to the initial (and less 
controversial) waiver; once prior to the 
August expansion waiver—each time 
speaking first to Heckler, then to Had- 
dow. Margaret Heckler, according to 
Haddow, had been "a critic of I.M.C.," 
but she saw her future in Washington as 
tied very closely to George Bush. So when 
Jeb called, the secretary of H.H.S. ap- 
parently experienced an expedient 
about-face. She thought by "not bucking 


against the Vice President's son, that that 
enhanced her political stock." Indeed, 
according to Haddow, Heckler expected 
her stock to soar: "She confided in me 
that she believed that she would be a 
viable vice-presidential contender on a 
Bush ticket in '88." 

Haddow also says that Heckler dis- 
cussed with him in detail her talks with 
Jeb; and that when, on each occasion, 
Jeb contacted Haddow a few days later, 
he "replayed the gist of the conversation 
consistent with what Heckler had told 
me." Haddow remembers speaking with 
Jeb at "some length" concerning the ex- 
pansion-waiver decision, and hearing 
Jeb's "reasons why he felt it was impor- 
tant to do this." 

Jeb Bush has acknowledged that he 
did help Recarey, and did so as a per- 
sonal favor. But as to the troublesome 
specifics, the son of the Vice President 
has apparently come down with a case 
of Reaganitis. Jeb has said that he can't 
recall speaking with either Haddow or 
Heckler. Haddow, however, testified that 
he kept logs of his calls. Jeb has never 
been asked to testify, so what we know 
from him is mostly what he's forgotten in 
front of reporters. 

But Jeb's lack of recall has not been 
total. He has remembered calling some- 
one else: Kevin Moley, another high-rank- 
ing Medicare official and a 1980 presi- 
dential-campaign aide to George Bush. 

Jeb has said that he recalls making only 
this one call. But Kevin Moley told the 
same congressional hearing in Decem- 
ber that he phoned Jeb after learning that 
Jeb had called someone else at H.H.S. 
“It came to my attention," testified Moley, 
"that Mr. Bush had contacted an official 
of the department to make an inquiry or 
to speak to the fact that Mr. Recarey was 
being hassled or whatever by federal of- 
ficials on the 50-50." 

Moley, though, later told The Miami 
Herald that Jeb called him. "He [Jeb] said 
a South Florida businessman was com- 
plaining about a bunch of pointy-headed 
bureaucrats in Washington, and he 
wanted to make sure he got a fair shake. 
That's all there was. | said | was the pointy- 
headed bureaucrat.” 

But Moley also told Jeb he wasthe chief 
regulator in the 1.M.C. case, assuring Jeb 
that Recarey would be treated well: "I 
said, ‘Have no fear, he'll be treated okay.’ 
| said the chief regulator was me. We both 
chuckled. That was the end of the con- 
versation." 

Kevin Moley tells me that he spoke with 
Jeb during the summer of 1985, and later 
in August discussed the expansion waiver 
with C. McClain Haddow—arguing 
against it. Haddow, however, says it just 
isn't so. Moley "viewed himself as a Bush 
political operative," says Haddow, "and 
he came in and confided in me that the 
word from the Bush camp was that we 
ought to help I.M.C. And | mentioned that 
I had talked to Jeb Bush, and he said he 
had, too." 
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Haddow also says that Moley was so 
gung ho on the waiver that he even of- 
fered to come up with a strategy to get it 
past the objections of the Medicare staff. 
"He offered to facilitate discussions," says 
Haddow, "about ways that this could be 
done so as to protect the administration's 
position—and to protect the Bush inter- 
est in it and accomplish what we wanted 
without getting too much flak from the 
staff." 

Moley flatly denies all of this, including 
being informed by Haddow that Jeb had 
phoned him. As evidence of his opposi- 
tion to the waiver, Moley claims he took 
steps well outside normal procedure to 
see that the exemption would never be 
enacted. But this doesn’t quite jibe with 
what Moley told Jeb about treating Re- 
carey “okay” and agreeing to give him “a 
fair shake." 

Haddow says it's "nonsense" to think 
that Moley would have been opposed to 
the waiver, especially when one consid- 
ers "his role in the department as a po- 
litical appointee and his personal contact 
with Jeb Bush and his personal interest 
in being a player in the Bush campaign." 
Indeed, Moley himself seems to under- 
score the apparent contradiction when 
he argues his own case. "The point here," 
he says, "is that | can't be two things. 1 
cant be the guy that Jeb Bush goes to 
and gets something done when l'm also 
the guy who not only didn't do it—or op- 
posed it—but made sure that it didn't get 
done." 

Moley's pointis that his own opposition 
to the waiver proves that Jeb didn't ask 
for one. Haddow's point is that when the 
son of the Vice President calls to say the 
subject of your agency's inquiry is a good 
guy, he's not doing it to be neighborly— 
"he's doing it for a purpose." 

But while both Haddow and Moley 
claim that the other is lying, Jeb Bush 
now refuses to comment on the І.М.С. 
affair. And Margaret Heckler refuses to 
make herself available for comment. In- 
vestigators, however, have been more 
forthcoming. They have concluded that 
Jeb's intervention on behalf of Miguel Re- 
carey contributed to the government's 
decision to grant the expansion waiver, 
helping to steer millions of dollars to І.М.С. 


After the waiver, І.М.С. grew. On the same 
day that he granted the expansion ex- 
emption, C. McClain Haddow also agreed 
to have Medicare stop monitoring I.M.C.'s 
progress toward the 50-50 goal. These 
two decisions apparently emboldened 
the sleazy HMO. At the same time that 
І.М.С. was being accused of turning away 
senior citizens when their illnesses were 
too severe to turn a profit, Miguel Re- 
carey, in a late-1985 interview, described 
his burgeoning Medicare empire as "a 
crusade." He spoke of expanding not only 
beyond I.M.C.'s original southern Florida 
counties, but of inviting the chairman of 
W. R. Grace to sit on I.M.C.'s board, and 
of soliciting from him an investment of 


80 PENTHOUSE 


$100 million. Recarey's ambition: to take 
1.M.C. national. 

Recarey never quite made it as far as 
his appetites dictated (Grace apparently 
wasn't interested), but he did get pretty 
far. With an aggressive ad campaign fea- 
turing Glenn Ford, Barbara Mandrell, and 
George Burns, and come-ons promising 
free prescription drugs, eyeglasses, 
dentures, and ambulance service, plus 
no deductibles, І.М.С. became so bloated 
with elderly enrollees that by 1986, it was 
taking in $30 million from Medicare every 
month. 

Business was booming. But conve- 
niently, during the entire time that he had 
intervened on I.M.C.'s behalf—during his 
acknowledged phone conversation with 
Kevin Moley, and his unrecollected con- 
versations with Margaret Heckler and C. 
McClain Haddow—Jeb Bush, by his own 
admission, never once disclosed his own 
financial ties to І.М.С. And these ties were 
considerable. According to records re- 


* 


Haddow makes the 
point that when the son of 
the Vice President 
calls to say the subject of 
your inquiry is a 
good guy, "He's doing it 
for a purpose.” 
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leased by Bush Realty, Jeb met with ex- 
ecutives and representatives of І.М.С. 
some 41 times to discuss their $12 million 
deal. Once the deal was sealed, Bush 
Realty stood to gain a cool $250,000. 

Yet, of his failure to disclose, Jeb has 
simply said, "If | was asked about it, | 
would have, of course, told about it." Yet 
why should anyone have had to ask? Why 
should anyone have been expected to 
presume that the son of the Vice Presi- 
dent was in the middle of a $12 million 
deal with the man for whom he was lob- 
bying? 

But then, Jeb has also claimed that his 
lobbying wasn't lobbying at all: "I just 
asked that they get a fair hearing." The 
waiver, however, was anything but fair. It 
allowed 1.M.C. to expand free of restric- 
tions imposed on other HMOs. Kevin Mo- 
ley has said recently that the waiver en- 
abled Recarey and I.M.C. to "make more 
money than their competitors where there 
was no rationale." 

But perhaps there was a rationale. 

Jeb's first find for the new І.М.С. head- 
quarters, the Gables Entrance Building, 
had looked promising. According to a 
memo to Recarey from another 1.M.C. 


exec, the deal was in the midst of being 
negotiated, but fell through "due to ad- 
verse publicity we [I.M.C.] received re- 
garding insolvency during the summer of 
1985." In other words, Jeb's real estate 
venture was encountering its first stum- 
bling block at a time when both Haddow 
and Moley say that Jeb spoke to them on 
1.M.C.'s behalf. 

In explaining the reason he helped Re- 
carey, Jeb has said that the 50-50 rule 
created a problem for 1.M.C.: "a real 
hardship in their ability to do business.” 
Wouldr't it, then, have been appropriate 
for Jeb to disclose that in helping to im- 
prove 1.M.C.'s ability to do business, he 
may have been improving its ability to do 
business with Jeb Bush? 

The appearance of impropriety is fur- 
ther enhanced by the following fact: De- 
spite repeated attempts (which included 
going to contract on two additional sites), 
Jeb's deal with I.M.C. finally evaporated. 
So did his quarter-million-dollar commis- 
sion. But even though the deal fell 
through, the HMO still paid Jeb's firm, 
after the fact, a healthy $75,000. Jeb has 
claimed that he severed his ties with Bush 
Realty before the last $25,000 of the 
$75,000 was delivered. But he has also 
claimed that he earned the entire 
amount—if not more. "Whatever money 
was due was justified, probably more," 
he told The Miami Herald. “| worked long 
and hard trying to put these things to- 
gether." 

One thing about Jeb's intervening on 
1.M.C.'s behalf may be obvious, but it must 
be said: If his father weren't Vice Presi- 
dent, Jeb may not have been able to in- 
tervene at all. According to Haddow, the 
reason the secretary of Health and Hu- 
man Services accepted Jeb's call in the 
first place was "because his name was 
Bush." It was also the reason she acted 
on it. Jeb didn't even have to ask. All he 
had to say was that he was calling for 
I.M.C. “| think anybody who understands 
the Washington power game," says Had- 
dow, "would know that when the son of 
the Vice President calls, or makes a 
statement, that he doesn't have to ad- 
vertise what he wants." Such is the aura 
of the office. 

Near the end of his business associa- 
tion with Miguel Recarey, John Ellis Bush 
(whose initials provide his nickname) was 
asked what it's like to be the son of some- 
one in the White House. Jeb compared 
himself to Ron Reagan, Jr., then waxed 
philosophical. "Theres a fine line," he 
said, "between using your father to seek 
personal gain and profit . . . and just going 
with the flow." 


Even if we forget for the moment that Jeb 
was doing business with International 


. Medical Centers, and that his firm made 


$75,000 even after its deal died, there is 
something distinctly disturbing about the 
whole І.М.С. affair. Before, during, and 
after the time Jeb was intervening on be- 
half of Miguel Recarey (to secure for him, 
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Although Marc Glimcher. 
who originally asked me if | 
would write an essay on 
gargoyles as a kind of pre- 
ace to the book of extraor- 
dinary photographs which 
follows, thought | would be 
the "ideal person" for such 
a piece, | had deep doubts. 
have no formal training in 
the two combined arts— 
photography and sculp- 
ture—which make up the 
bock. In fact, the only artis- 
tic endeavor in which | have 
had formal training is the 
one | practice, writing 

and some might claim I've 
got a hell of a nerve even 
suggesting that what | do 


bears any resemblance to 
art (I can't help remember- 
ing Truman Capote's fa- 
mous remark concerning 
Jack Kerouac: "That's not 
writing, that's typing"). 

Questions of my own ar- 
tistic ability or lack of it 
aside, it's an inarguable faci 
that | did receive formal 
training in the art of writing 
... and while | was receiv- 
ing this training at college, 
| went through the only rea 
dry spell as a fiction writer 
in 20 years. 

I'm trying to make a poin 
here, and | suppose it's this: 
Although every person who 
rhakes and sells works of ar 


rolls his or her eyes at peo- 
ple who say, "I don't know 
much about art ... but 
know what | like," there can 
be a deep truth in the state- 
ment, as well as the hubris 
of the culturally ignorant 
which most artists sense in 
the statement (and, unfor- 
tunately, their sense is more 
often correct than not). 

| think | went through that 
dry spell because | was 
trying not only to know 
about my ап... but to un- 
derstand what | liked and 
why | liked it 

This was not good for me. 

| am a writer who exists 
more on nerve endings than 
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on the process of intellec- 
tual thought and logic. 
When someone asked 
Maxwell Perkins if Thomas 
Wolfe, whose books Per- 
kins edited, had been a 
great writer, Perkins 
snorted, "Hell no! Tom was 
a divine wind chime. No 
more than that." 

He didn't add "and no 
less," probably believing 
that it went without saying. 
Would that it did. 

I'm claiming to be the 
Thomas Wolfe of my gen- 
eration no more than | am 
claiming any artistic merit 
for my work (not that the 
maker of books, paintings, 
photographs, et al., has any 
business claiming any- 
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"The most nightmarish 
thing about this gallery of stone nightmare 
faces is that . . . they are alive.” 


thing for his work; that is for 
others to do). I'm only say- 
ing that what | write comes 
from my gut instead of my 
head, from intuition rather 
than intellect. In that sense, 
Гат also more wind chime 
than writer. We'll leave 
questions of divinity for the 
critics, those Jesuits of the 
artistic sphere, shall we? 
This is a rather shy way 
oftelling you why | decided 
to write about a subject of 
which | have no knowledge 
. and why | acquired 
none even after | had 
agreed to write an essay on 
it. It wasn't laziness; it was 
a clear, undeniable knowl- 
edge that the more empiric 
knowledge | gleaned on the 


subject of gargoyles, the 
worse | would write about 
them. You see, my intellect 
(what little | have) told me 
that writing something like 
this would be like swim- 
ming close to a beach that 
has been posted because 
of shark sightings. 

It wasn't even my gut that 
told me to go ahead. 

It was my nerve endings. 

As | leafed through a se- 
lection of the photos which 
make up this book, staring 
into stone faces that alter- 
nately grinned and leered, 
sobbed and smirked, 
snarled and cringed, | felt 
a sense of horror that was 
not precisely physical nor 
precisely mental. It seemed 


“Medusa, the queen of nightmares 
with her writhing crown of snakes, became the 
world's first real gargoyle.” 


to hold itself balanced on 
the tips of those nerve end- 
ings to which | have al- 
ready alluded, refusing to 
become either revulsion or 
terror. In short, those pho- 
tographs refused to be- 
come things which, by my 
ability to define them, would 
become my things. | held 
them, | would remember 
them, but they would never 
be mine 

Looking at those pic- 
tures was like having a 
nightmare awake. 


Two months prior to this 
writing, which is to say in 
February of 1987, | asked 
Kirby McCauley, my agent 
if he thought there was a 


particularly "good" street 
for gargoyle watching. He's 
not a native New Yorker, 
hasn't lived there long 
enough to take his pass- 
port with him when he goes 
to New Jersey (but | bet ya 
reach for it, Kirby, ha-ha!), 
but has been there long 
enough to know the city 
well. His reply was prompt 
83rd Street, he said. So | 
hired a limousine with a 
sunroof and cruised the 
entire length of 83rd with a 
pad on my knee and a pen- 
cilin my hand. | counted up 
my hash marks and made 
the total a hundred and one. 

New York seems nearly 
overrun with those night- 
marish things. In this case 


| probably counted in some 
sculptures which, techni- 
cally speaking, are not gar- 
goyles, and counted out 
some which, speaking the 
same way, are. 


Before sitting down to write 
this essay, nontechnical as 
it is, | did do one piece of 
necessary homework: | 
studied each of the photo- 
graphs being considered 
for the book carefully. There 
were hundreds. You'll not 
see all of them, and not all 
those you do see will be the 
gargoyles of New York 
(good God, it sounds like 
the name of a pictorial). But 
I believe you'll come away 
having drawn the same 
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eUeberroth looked right at 
me and asked how bad the drug situation 
in baseball was. | was 
amazed that he didn't know the extent 
of the situation. 


DAVE 


fter being a major 
leaguer for more than 

14 years, Dave Par- 

ker is no longer 
shocked by what happens 
in baseball. During his long 
association with the game, 
which began in 1973 with 
the Pittsburgh Pirates, he 
has seen and experienced 
enough to learn to roll with 
the punches. So on De- 
cember 8, 1987, Parker 
wasn't shocked to learn that 
he was traded by his sec- 
ond team, Cincinnati, to 
Oakland for a couple of 
nondescript, mediocre 
pitchers, Jose Rijo and Tim 
Birtsas. Surprised, yes; bit- 
ter, somewhat—not so 
much about being traded 


by his hometown Reds, but 
about having had to learn 
the sad news from a 
sportswriter rather than 
from his employers, To Par- 
ker, that showed a com- 
plete lack of courtesy and 
respect for a player, espe- 
cially for a 36-year-old vet- 
eran who earned over $1 
million a year. 

Parker is far from the or- 
dinary baseball player 
whose photo appears, 
along with others in the 
game, on millions of bub- 
ble-gum cards. His ac- 
complishments are well- 
known by collectors: He has 
won two batting titles, 
played in seven All-Star 
games, won a World Se- 
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&The only way that 

I can describe Pete Rose is 
that he is a backstabber. 

If there is any one thing | am 
bitter about, it is him.9 
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ries, and was named National League 
Most Valuable Player in 1978, an award 
he should have received a second time 
in 1985. He is a big, marvelous physical 
specimen who moves with grace and flu- 
idity, and owns a lifetime batting average 
of .297. 

As a graceful impact player, Parker 
controls his destiny on the field as few 
other superstars can. He is a fearless 
competitor who once played a season 
with a broken jaw that was protected by 
a cagelike mask. At six foot five, 230 
pounds, Parker can do it all—hit, run, 
throw, and field, a rare combination for 
one his size. In 1987, despite playing on 
a painful knee that required surgery at 
season's end, Parker belted 26 homers, 
knocked in.97 runs, tied for the league 
high with 16 game-winning hits, and led 
the Reds with 13 assists from the outfield. 

Off the field he made news as well. In 
1985 he hit the papers and television 
newscasts nationwide as one of the lead- 
ing figures in baseball's staggering co- 
caine scandal—the major leagues' big- 
gest scandal since the 1919 Black Sox 
disgraced the sport. Parker received 
more exposure than 30 other former and 
current players in a chain of events that 
began with testimony before a federal 
grand jury and a subsequent court trial 
in Pittsburgh. 

Because of his huge salary, Baseball 
Commissioner Peter Ueberroth fined 
Parker the most—$120,000—for his ad- 
mitted cocaine use. By virtue of his dis- 
closure, Parker then became the princi- 
pal figure in an unprecedented lawsuit 
that will affect the entire structure not only 
of baseball, but all other sports as well, 
and quite possibly the private sector. The 
management of the Pittsburgh Pirates 
sued Parker for the $5.3 million that is 
due him in deferred income beginning in 
1988, for the four years he did drugs, 1979 
to 1982. The case is scheduled for trial 
sometime this year. 

Ever since he became baseball's first 
million-dollar player, Parker has been a 
marked individual. Although he opened 
the salary doors for baseball's other su- 
perstars, the doors were to close on him 
in Pittsburgh, even though he led the Pi- 
rates to a World Series championship in 
1979. A love-hate relationship with the 
fans became so intolerable that it forced 
Parker to turn to free agency and sign a 
new multimillion-dollar contract with Cin- 
cinnati beginning with the 1984 season 
and lasting through 1988, his first season 
with Oakland. 

Parker has earned his spot among the 
game's elite. He fought his way out of a 
Cincinnati ghetto as the leader of a youth 
gang and reached the major leagues just 
four years later. He was quite disap- 
pointed that Cincinnati didn't draft him, 
but attributed it to his reputation and a 
knee injury he suffered playing football. 
"| walked the streets with a No. 32 foot- 
ball jersey [Jim Brown's number]," said 
Parker. "Pete Rose didn't mean too much 


where | came from.” Parker has been 
called the Muhammad Ali of baseball. 
Bright, articulate, possessing a sense of 
awareness and a quick wit, he is a bois- 
terous verbalizer. To those who know him 
well, he is refreshing, a bright spirit, 
though he is easily misunderstood at 
times, perhaps because he is so big and 
brash. He just does things with flair, 
whether talking or swinging a bat. But to 
boast and not deliver is the one thing Par- 
ker has never done. Anyone will openly 
admit that he is one of the greatest play- 
ers in the game. 

“I'm kind of a flashy player," admits 
Parker. “I've popped off, and then I’ve 
backed it up. | never said | was the great- 
est player in the game one year, the ex- 
perts did. When | cross those white lines, 
| go into automatic pilot. My world is right 
there between the lines. As long as I'm 
there, they can't get me.” 

That is, until now. The cocaine rap hurt 
him deeply. It is another barrier that Par- 
ker has had to face and overcome. The 
pride that has driven Parker from the 
ghetto to stardom gives him the inner 
strength he needs, and along the way he 
has overcome pressures both on and off 
the field. There is also an understanding 
and compassionate side to Parker that 
very few know. Once, in Houston, a cou- 
ple of youngsters approached him in the 
clubhouse. One of the kids had a base- 
ball, the other a small piece of paper. Par- 
ker quietly looked at both. He took the 
ball and signed it. However, he didn't sign 
the paper. Instead, Parker reached into 
his locker and picked up one of his 
gloves. He autographed it and gave it to 
the stunned youngster. 

Parker has a new challenge facing him 
in Oakland. With his addition to the lineup, 
baseball experts picked the Athletics as 
favorites to win the Western Division. He 
is now with his third team in 14 years, only 
this time in a new league. But he is the 
same Dave Parker, the one who provided 
the soul to a previously hapless Cincin- 
natiteam that had been searching for one. 
The once-quiet Reds' clubhouse be- 
came Parker's kingdom, resounding with 
his raucous humor, as foul as it is funny. 
Parker's ribald wit is one of baseball's 
creative best, and he doesn't hold back 
in laying it on heavily—as his new Oak- 
land teammates quickly found out. 

The big guy will be missed in the Reds’ 
clubhouse, although not necessarily by 
Pete Rose. In this exclusive Penthouse 
interview, Parker discusses everything 
from Rose, Peter Ueberroth, and the Mets 
to his drug use and the pending drug trial 
brought on by the Pittsburgh Pirates. 

Penthouse asked best-selling author 
Lou Sahadi, who is collaborating on Par- 
ker's autobiography and is the coauthor 
of Say Hey, the life story of the amazing 
Willie Mays, to contact Parker. Parker 
agreed totalk baseball—and everything 
else—to Penthouse readers. Sahadi 
caught up with him as Oakland was rip- 
ping up the American League. 
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Penthouse: Were you shocked that Cin- 
cinnati traded you to Oakland? 

Parker: Initially | was. But then again, after 
the reality of it set in, | was more sur- 
prised than anything else. | have been in 
baseball much too long to be shocked 
by anything, so "surprised" would be a 
better word. When you get down to it, 
trades wouldn't shock anybody, because 
it's part of the business. 

Penthouse: Personally, were you bitter 
about the trade after playing so well the 
ast four years for the Reds? 

Parker: If you put it that way, yes, | was 
bitter. The first bitter taste came when 1 
was informed by a sportswriter, and not 
someone from the club, that | had been 
raded. That showed me the Reds weren't 
a first-class operation to begin with. | was 
he most productive ballplayer the years 
Iwas there, and they certainly could have 
given me the decency to call me and tell 
me that | was traded. Trades just don't 
happen on the spur of the moment. They 
take 24 or 48 hours at the earliest to con- 
summate. The front office should have at 
east conditioned me prior to completing 
he trade—not only for my sake; but | have 
a wife and three young children who were 
being uprooted, too. 

Penthouse: Have you found any differ- 
ences between the leagues? 

Parker: It seems that A.L. games are much 
longer. | don't remember playing a game 
that didn't take less than three hours. 


Penthouse: Did you look forward to fin- 
ishing your career in your hometown, es- 
pecially after ten somewhat turbulent 
years in Pittsburgh? 

Parker: The day | got traded to Cincinnati 
four years ago was probably my happiest 
day in baseball. | was going home. | had 
grown up in Cincinnati and my heroes 
were players like Frank Robinson and 
Vada Pinson. Heck, | used to wait for them 
in the parking lot after the games, even 
knew their cars. Of course, who could 
forget a red Thunderbird? So | dreamt 
about finishing my career in Cincinnati. | 
bought a big house, became very ac- 
tively involved in the community, and have 
business interests in the city. In looking 
back, the Reds never let any of their black 
stars finish their career with the club. I'm 
talking about players like Frank Robin- 
son, Vada Pinson, George Foster, Dan 
Driessen, and Ken Griffey. 

Penthouse: Do you feel that might have 
been a reason that you were traded? 
Parker: To this day, nobody has ever told 
me why. But then again, nobody has to 
explain the reason why you were traded. 
| produced for the Reds both on and off 
the field. The fans accepted me and | 
was happy to hear cheers after all those 
years of boos in Pittsburgh. Maybe | didn't 
go around kissing "A," but that's not my 
style. | let my bat do the talking. That's 
what I'm paid for, and | hit plenty for the 
Reds. 


Penthouse: Then Manager Pete Rose had 
to be the one responsible for the trade, 
correct? 

Parker: No question about it. The only 
way | can describe Pete Rose is that he 
is a backstabber. If there is any one thing 
that 1 am bitter about, it's him, | played 
all last season with torn cartilages and 
bone chips on my knee that often locked 
on me, and | would have to ice down when 
the pain got so bad. Yet | played in 153 
games because | was expected to play 
as the leader of the club. | played hurt for 
Rose, and the other players knew it. But 
as a leader, | had to play as an example 
to others and because l was needed. Bill 
Bergesch, who was the team's general 
manager until he got fired about a month 
before | was traded, said, "Parker is the 
glue on this team, on the field and in the 
clubhouse.” He said that in 1986, and | 
feel | have fulfilled that role in all of my 
years in Cincinnati. The new general 
manager, Murray Cook, didn't trade me. 
Pete Rose did. The only smart thing they 
did was to trade me out of the National 
League. In that way, | couldn't get back 
at them with my bat. 

Penthouse: What went wrong with you 
and Rose? 

Parker: | don't know. Maybe it was per- 
sonal, that he didn't like me or something. 
The only incident I can explain that cooled 
things occurred a day before the All-Star 
break. | decided not to play because my 
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back was giving me trouble. | felt the day 
off, together with the three others we all 
were getting because of the game, would 
benefit my knee. Four days' rest seemed 
like a good idea to strengthen my knee 
for the second half of the season. But I 
sensed something was wrong when we 
came back. Pete kept his distance and 
didn't say much to me the rest of the sea- 
son. That was a wrong approach. 
Penthouse: Why do you say that? 
Parker: That's going to be Rose's down- 
fall if he intends to manage for any period 
of time. He has to be able to communi- 
cate with his players one-on-one. If you 
have a beef with a player, you go to him 
and talk privately and clear the air of any 
hostility. When the team was doing well, 
Pete was the first one to say, 'Look at my 
troops.' But when we went into a tailspin, 
all you had to do was pick up a news- 
paper, and the first thing you'd see is Pete 
complaining about our pitching or a lack 
of hitting. That's not the right way to man- 
age. We fell short of what everybody had 
projected for us. When we didn't win the 
pennant, Pete started pointing the finger 
and passing the buck. 

Penthouse: Could Pete Rose have been 
jealous of you because of your leader- 
ship abilities and your rapport with the 
other players, especially the young black 


players like Eric Davis, Kal Daniels, and 
Barry Larkin? 
Parker: Who knows what Pete's personal 


vendetta was? | have no inkling of what 
went through his mind. | do know that you 
don't trade 26 home runs, 97 runs batted 
in, and a league-tying high of 16 game- 
winning hits because of one day not 
wanting to play with a pain in my back or 
my knee being swollen. That's when he 
contended the leadership changed, when 
| took a day off after having played 377- 
odd straight games. It had to be some- 
thing very personal with him, something 
that | don't even know about, because | 
was surprised to find out he was talking 
negatively about my leadership. My 
agent, Tom Reich, told me that on our last 
trip to Los Angeles, Rose was saying 
negative things about me. That was crazy. 
Penthouse: What are your feelings about 
Pete Rose? 

Parker: | have no respect for him any- 
more. While-| was playing for him, | felt | 
was doing something for somebody that 
I saw every day, that | respected at the 
time; but not now. He traded me and 
stamped me with a negative label. He 
denies it. But | heard it from too many 
other people not to believe it. He said | 
was a negative leader, and that hurts. If 
you went to any of my former teammates 
and asked any of them about Dave Par- 
ker, you wouldn't find that criticism. | hit 
more home runs than anybody over a 
four-year period. | only drove in more runs 
than anybody and had the highest bat- 
ting average of anybody over the same 


time period. How much leadership do you 
need? | rest my case and add that my 
impression of Pete Rose is basically what 
everybody else's is: Pete is for Pete. 
Penthouse: Who, then, has.replaced you 
as the on-field and off-field leader of the 
Reds? 
Parker: There isn't anyone who has as- 
sumed that role. | mean, just analyze what 
Pete Rose himself said—basically that the 
team has no leaders and then condemns 
me of negative leadership. He's paid $1 
million a year to manage the Reds, and 
he puts all that on me. Leadership should 
start with him; he's the manager. He's the 
one that's paid to put the right personnel 
on the field and direct the ball club. He's 
paid all that money to lead, and not be a 
figurehead. If | were the owner of a For- 
tune 500 company, | damn sure wouldn't 
have my shop foreman running the place. 
Penthouse: How do you evaluate Pete 
Rose as a manager? 
Parker: | didn't really have the chance to 
see Pete stand alone on his own two feet. 
What | mean by that was the fact that 
George Scherger, who has left, was Pete's 
assistant and the one who made a lot of 
moves. George was one of those coaches 
who was always teaching people. When 
Tommy Helms joined the club, it was a 
combined brain trust. So to analyze Pete 
as a manager, it's still up in the air, be- 
cause l've never seen him on his own 
accord. But l'Il say this: Managers in most 
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AIDS, according to this 
science reporter, has become a 
political and marketing 
tool aimed at heterosexuals. 
"The hysteria,” she 
concludes, "is not warranted. 
We have been deceived.” 
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hrough the rows of televi- 
| Sion cameras perched like 
black birds, one glimpses 
Masters and Johnson. They look 
strange, glassy-eyed, as if shot 
full of Thorazine. In even voices 
they tell the press that AIDS is 
running "rampant" among het- 
erosexuals, a fact they have doc- 
umented in their new book, Cri- 
sis: Heterosexual Behavior in the 
Age of AIDS. ("I'm not sure ramp- 
ant was our word," Johnson says 
later. Whose then?) 

Along with coauthor Dr. Robert 
C. Kolodny, sex researcher— 
turned-financial consultant, 
Masters and Johnson claim that 
three million Americans—double 
the highest estimate made by the 
federal government—are al- 
ready infected. The projection is 
based on their own secret study 
of 400 heterosexual men and 
women who had at least six sex- 
ual partners a year for the past 
five years, compared with a sec- 
ond group of 400 subjects who 
were monogamous. The results: 
Only one from the monogamous 
group had AIDS, whereas 14 of 
the women and ten of the men 
from the multiple-partners group 
were infected. 


Masters and Johnson calmly 
predict an epidemic. The report- 
ers are challenging, even antag- 
onistic. Is the sample represent- 
ative of the heterosexual 
population? No, the authors ad- 
mit. Which scientists reviewed 
their data? They won't tell. Why 
didn't they publish in a scientific 
journal first? They wanted to get 
the information to the public as 
quickly as possible. What labo- 
ratory performed the blood tests? 
They refuse to say. Can they be 
certain none of their subjects were 
intravenous drug users or bisex- 
ual? No, Masters concedes. 

Can you catch AIDS by kiss- 
ing? Theoretically, it's possible, 
Kolodny replies. But then so is 
transmission during a game of, 
say, touch football. Matter-of- 
factly, Kolodny explains that it's 
possible for a player infected with 
AIDS, who has an open cut or 
sore, to collide with another player, 
also with an open wound, and 
transmit the virus. Nothing is safe, 
it seems. 

How do they feel about provok- 
ing hysteria? "That's something 
of an overstatement," Johnson re- 
sponds sweetly. "We've always 
been controversial." 
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But never more so than now. Williarn 
Masters and his wife and associate Vir- 
ginia Johnson have ignited the most pre- 
posterous round in the raging contro- 
versy over heterosexual AIDS, at a time 
when most people thought it had gone 
away. Virtually every public-health ex- 
pert in the country, from Surgeon Gen- 
eral C. Everett Koop on down, has con- 
ceded that the threat is overplayed. 

Yet Masters and Johnson are raising a 
specter of terror. Reaction from other ex- 
perts is swift: universal. condemnation. 
"This is the most venal, damaging thing 
that has happened in AIDS [research] in 
five years," says Dr. Alexander D. Lang- 
muir, chief of epidemiology at the U.S. 
Centers for Disease Control (C.D.C.) from 
1949 to 1970. “It is fundamentally false. 
Masters and Johnson should have known 
better, It would be best if they made a 
public retraction.” 

But, then, is there any reason Masters 
and Johnson should be any different from 
all the other scaremongers who have ex- 
ploited the fears of heterosexuals? Why 
should they be the only ones not to cash 
in on the biggest bonanza ever? 

For the past five years, | have been 
hearing that AIDS is about to become a 
heterosexual epidemic; that it was only a 
fluke that it appeared first in the gay com- 
munity. And that any day now it could just 
as easily strike you or me—middle-class 
heterosexuals. 

There is money in that message. AIDS 
has become a multimillion-dollar busi- 
ness. Any savvy marketing man knows 
the real money in AIDS has always been 
in pushing the scare message to up- 
wardly mobile heterosexuals: the ones 
with money to spend on the books, sper- 
micides, videos, blood tests, and safe- 
sex clubs— and the ones who are, ironi- 
cally, the least at risk. 

It's impossible to calculate all the dol- 
lars invested in keeping this message 
before the public. But considering that 
the federal government is expected to 
spend $950 million on AIDS this year, can 
private industry be far behind? 

In short, the scare campaign has been 
good for the economy. It has created 
thousands of jobs. If the myth of hetero- 
sexual AIDS ever collapses, there are 
going to be a lot of people out of work. 
And just as many without a political plat- 
form. 

Never in the history of epidemiology 
has a disease been so politicized. Every 
special-interest group, from feminists to 
fundamentalists, has seized on the op- 
portunity to make a political statement 
through AIDS. Women are once more 
being victimized by men who don't care 
about the consequences of their sexual 
acts, say those feminists who have trans- 
formed AIDS into the women's health-care 
issue of the eighties. The disease is fit- 
ting retribution forthe days of Sodom and 
Gomorrah of the seventies, according to 
the Religious Right. 

We've entered a new era of sexual pol- 
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itics, fueled by fear. But itis not only right- 
wing conservatives who are feeding the 
fever. AIDS poses a particular dilemma 
for liberals like Masters and Johnson, who 
seem to feel that the "politically correct" 
thing to do is globalize the epidemic, 
rather than target those groups truly at 
risk—namely gays, needle users and 
sharers (mostly black and Hispanic), and 
certain bisexuals and their lovers. 

The media has colluded in creating the 
false perception that AIDS is everyone's 
disease. "Reporters have wanted to be- 
lieve in heterosexual AIDS," says gay 
journalist Randy Shilts, author of And the 
Band Played On. "There's been a gullibii- 
ity. Reporters are always looking for the 
local angle. The heterosexual angle did 
that for AIDS. Even if AIDS isn't going to 
be a heterosexual disease, it could be in 
the mind of some liberal reporters." 

In a sense, Masters and Johnson have 
inherited a party line. "They are riding the 
crest of a wave they didn't create," ob- 
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serves psychiatrist and medical ethicist 
Willard Gaylin, president of the Hastings 
Center for Bio-Medical Ethics. “Hyping 
the anxiety of the general population was 
a calculated policy of the AIDS estab- 
lishment—a political move necessary to 
garner support and get people to take 
the disease seriously. The problem with 
that position is that you pay a price when 
you compromise the facts, even for a 
good end” 

The price has been exacted through- 
out much of the heterosexual community. 
Plenty of damage has already been done. 
Therapists report seeing patiente who are 
afraid to kiss, even to date. AIDS phobia 
has taken a profound toll on intimate re- 
lationships. 

As a single woman and science writer, 
1 have been deeply concerned about the 
possibility of contracting AIDS. | have 
spent many hours with my female friends 
mourning our sexual pasts. We have 
wondered if all this trying to decipher 
who's safe to go to bed with, getting them 
to wear condoms, and: working up the 
courage to go for blood tests was the 
price we had to pay. 

"Tens of millions of heterosexual Amer- 


icans who in past years have had multi- 
ple partners may have been needlessly 
terrified, agonizing over the possibility 
that they have already been exposed to 
the disease," observes Dr. Elizabeth M. 
Whelan, executive director of the Amer- 
ican Council on Science and Health. 

Yet the hysteria is not warranted. The 
apocalypse is not now. Nor is it in the 
future. We have been deceived. Lies have 
been told, statistics manipulated, facts 
distorted, and scientific evidence ig- 
nored. And | think heterosexuals have a 
right to be angry about the misinforma- 
tion that has generated the myth of het- 
erosexual AIDS. 

What are the myths and the realities? 
Here's a lexicon of the New Mythology, 
annotated with the facts. 

1. The number of heterosexual AIDS 
cases has doubled over the past two 
years. It sounds scary, and it looks even 
scarier when the figures are flashed on 
the screen on “Donahue.” The truth is, 
the supposed doubling was created by 
statistical shenanigans. It was journalist 
Michael Fumento who first pointed out that 
the Centers for Disease Control had re- 
vamped the heterosexual-transmission 
category to include Africans and Hai- 
tians who recently moved to the United 
States, This group, two percent of all AIDS 
cases, had previously occupied a cate- 
gory of their own. Now they have been 
dumped in with native-born Americans 
who account for another two percent. In 
short, there has been no doubling. 

Another frightening, yet flawed, statis- 
tic: By 1991, the percentage of hetero- 
sexual transmissions will jump to nine 
percent. That projection, made by one 
branch of the C.D.C., was almost imme- 
diately contradicted by the agency's own 
AIDS program director, Dr. James Cur- 
ran, who came up with an increase to 
only 5.3 percent, including Africans and 
Haitians. The media leaped on the sen- 
sational nine percent figure and hyped it. 

Where did the nine percent figure come 
from? It includes yet another category of 
AIDS victims that the C.D.C. labels "un- 
determined." This group, often ignored, 
is clearly defined in the agency's sur- 
veillance reports: Undetermined "in- 
cludes patients on whom risk information 
is incomplete [due to death, refusal to be 
interviewed, or failure to follow up], pa- 
tients still under investigation, men re- 
ported only to have had heterosexual 
contact with a prostitute, and interviewed 
patients for whom no specific risk was 
identified." 

If there were a rapid rise in heterosex- 
ual AIDS cases, it would certainly show 
up first in New York City, where the epi- 
demic is thought to have existed the 
longest. Yet, out of 14,592 cases re- 
ported since 1981, only 359 are classi- 
fied as heterosexually transmitted in 
women, and only eight men are classi- 
fied this way. Moreover, the vast majority 
of heterosexuals who tested positive at 
New York City's sexually transmitted dis- 
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ease (STD) clinics have admitted engag- 
ing in high-risk behavior. 

In San Francisco, a public-health offi- 
cial told me that the health department 
was having an exceedingly hard time 
finding any cases of heterosexual trans- 
mission where no high-risk factors were 
involved. "And we're out there looking for 
them,” he said. Out of 4,944 cases in San 
Francisco, only 26 have been heterosex- 
ually transmitted. 

But the scaremongers are quick to ob- 
ject. They say that calculating the risk to 
heterosexuals on the basis of actual cases 
is not valid, because the virus has an av- 
erage incubation period of seven years 
before symptoms show up. There could 
be huge numbers of people walking 
around with AIDS who don't know it. 

"That's a legitimate criticism," says Dr. 
Harold W. Jaffe, chief AIDS epidemiolo- 
gist at the C.D.C. "The alternative way to 
determine spread is to gather informa- 
tion about infection outside the traditional 
risk groups.” 

2. The testing of four million military re- 
cruits (both men and women) has re- 
vealed a rather high rate of 1.5 AIDS-in- 
fected persons for every 1,000 persons. 
This is proof that AIDS is running ram- 
pantamong heterosexuals. All those who 
would spread fear have latched onto the 
figures from the mandatory military test- 
ings begun in 1985 by Dr. Robert R. Red- 
field, infectious disease officer at the 
Walter Reed Army Institute of Research. 

Redfield claims that his four million re- 
cruits represent low-risk heterosex- 
uals—those who are not I.V. drug users, 
homosexuals, bisexuals, or the sexual 
partners of any of these groups. Appar- 
ently he believes such people do not join 
the Army. Therefore, he reasons, those 
who test positive could only have ac- 
quired AIDS through heterosexual trans- 
mission. Yet when 22 New York City re- 
cruits who had tested positive were 
interviewed by New York City Depart- 
ment of Health AIDS counselors, a skep- 
tical Dr. Rand Stoneburner, the director 
of AIDS research for New York, found only 
three who were not members of high-risk 
groups. 

Understandably, Redfield's interpre- 
tation of his own data has been widely 
criticized. When used to justify the need 
for compulsory premarital testing, the 
surveys were dismissed by a group of 
Harvard Medical School researchers 
headed by Dr. Paul D. Cleary, who said, 
"Army recruits are demographically dif- 
ferent from the premarital population, and 
are more likely to be sexually active ho- 
mosexual men and drug abusers." 

Redfield has a good deal riding on his 
work—$205 million in taxpayers’ money 
for the past three years of testing, and 
perhaps a personal stake as well. “Dr. 
Redfield is a right-winger,” says epide- 
miologist Langmuir. “He is strongly per- 
suaded that there is going to be an ex- 
tensive spread in the heterosexual 
population. | disagree both with his views 
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and his interpretation of the data.” 

The fearmongers generally pooh-pooh 
the largest body of data: surveys of 25 
million blood donors that have consis- 
tently found a low rate—a fraction of one 
percent—of HIV infection. They argue that 
blood donors are not representative of 
the heterosexual population because 
blood-collection facilities actively dis- 


courage people at high risk for AIDS. But. 


isn't this exactly the sample we are look- 
ing for to determine the spread of the vi- 
rus among low-risk heterosexuals? Surely 
these blood donors are more representa- 
tive than people who join the military. 
Throughout the heterosexual AIDS de- 
bate, those who would inflate the risk have 
chosen to ignore the obvious fact that 
people lie, particularly where such sen- 
sitive issues as sexual behavior and il- 
legal drug use are concerned. During the 
course of writing this article, | encoun- 
tered a man who admitted his bisexuality 
only after watching a woman on the Phil 
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Donahue show who claimed she had 
caught AIDS through vaginal intercourse 
with her longtime lover. Significantly, her 
lover left her immediately after the diag- 
nosis. Was he bisexual? Absolutely not, 
she insisted. Her proof: He was a state 
trooper for 14 years. 

The bisexual man | spoke with who 
watched the show laughed. He is a New 
York City cop. When | asked whether he 
would admit to his bisexuality if he were 
to test positive for AIDS, he said, "No way. 
| would say | got it from a hooker.” 

It takes a very savvy, sensitive inter- 
viewer to elicit the truth. Alexander Lang- 
muir recalls that at first, New York City 
classified as heterosexual about 100 
cases that could not be attributed to a 
clear exposure to a high-risk person. The 
New York City Department of Health as- 
signed some of its top investigators to 
check things out further. There was one 
case in particular that, even after hours 
of questioning, could not be broken. Fi- 
nally the Department of Health sleuth 
looked in the bathroom. There, in the 
medicine cabinet, he found the telltale 
evidence: needles and syringes. 

As interviewers have become more 


sophisticated, they are finding fewer and 
fewer cases that cannot be traced back 
to a high-risk group. Overall, the C.D.C. 
reports, 72 percent of cases originally 
classified as heterosexual or undeter- 
mined can be reclassified after more 
probing in-person interviews. "The num- 
ber of heterosexual cases that stand up 
after investigation is very small," says 
Langmuir. "The C.D.C. has never pub- 
lished them in adequate detail." 

3. AIDS is not a gay disease. “It's a 
fluke that AIDS emerged in the gay com- 
munity," says biologist Dr. Mathilde Krim. 
"Viruses do not discriminate on the basis 
of sexual preference." Krim, as founding 
chairman of the American Foundation for 
AIDS Research (AMFAR), has a vested 
interest in presenting this view. Making 
AIDS appear to be everyone's disease is 
the only hope to ensure fund-raising for 
much-needed research. It is unlikely that 
AIDS would have become "the fashion- 
able charity," as Newsweek put it, if Krim 
hadn't downplayed the disproportionate 
risk among gays and ІМ. drug users, 
when asking for contributions. Viruses 
may not discriminate on the basis of sex- 
ual preference, but sexual practices are 
another matter. Where sexual transmis- 
sionis concerned, AIDS is most certainly 
a gay disease. 

The No. 1 high-risk behavior is passive 
anal intercourse. In fact, among gays, 95 
percent or more of the infections occur 
as a result of this practice. It is so dan- 
gerous that a gay man stands a chance 
of catching AIDS in one out of every ten 
encounters. 

The reason was only discovered re- 
cently, when a team of researchers in 
California discovered that AIDS can di- 
rectly infect the cells of the rectum and 
colon. "This explains why the receptive 
partner is so much more at risk," says Dr. 
Jay Levy, professor of medicine at the 
University of California at San Francisco, 
one of the researchers. "Tears or breaks 
in the lining of the rectum aren't neces- 
sary for infection. All that has to happen 
is for the mucosal lining to come into con- 
tact with a seminally infected cell. That 
could easily occur during one sexual act." 

The second factor is promiscuity. The 
term means one thing to heterosexuals 
and quite another in the gay community. 
It is not uncommon for homosexual men 
to have hundreds of partners. In the first 
series of AIDS-infected gay men, each 
one reported an average of 50 partners 
a year. And that is only an average. Ca- 
nadian airline steward Gaetan Dugas, one 
of the first half-dozen AIDS cases on the 
continent, personally infected so many 
gays that he played a key role in spread- 
ing the disease from one end of the coun- 
try to the other. 

The third factor that rocketed AIDS 
through the gay community was epi- 
demic rates of STDs. Any STD from 
herpes to syphilis automatically puts 
someone at high risk for AIDS because 
the virus attacks the white blood cells that 
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eMembers of the community have been shocked by my behavior. Not many Mormon girls 
grow up to be Penthouse centerfolds!% 


ie 


guess there aren't too many Mormon 

girls who grow up to become models or dancers or Penthouse centerfolds," laughs 

23-year-old September Pet of the Month Twyla Martak. A petite but perfectly 

proportioned 34-24-34 size 3, Twyla describes herself as an innocent Utah girl 

who decided that "it's no 'sin' to show skin. And here in Salt Lake City, that can 
be a pretty radical concept!" 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY CARL WACHTER 


Raised in a close-knit family of devout 

Mormon missionaries, Twyla surprisingly 

credits her parents for giving her the 

freedom to choose her own lifestyle. "My 

folks have been extremely practical and 

supportive. | respect their beliefs, and 
they respect mine." 
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Currently working at some of the city's top night spots, 

Twyla will soon be adding more acting and modeling 

assignments to her busy schedule. She often finds her- 
self racing from job to job in the same day. 


"| like to work; l'm ambitious; | think | know what | want 

out of life and | love to perform. If audiences and just 

plain people enjoy what l do, it's because | enjoy it first 
... and it shows!" 
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To keep the 
home fires 
burning, 
Twyla and 
her man 
make love in 
unusual 
places, in- 
cluding 

ie shower 
stall at a 
public lake." 


If Twyla could change one thing about 

herself, it would be her quick temper. "I 

have a lot of patience with people, but 

when it comes to life's petty annoyances, 
1 blow everything out of proportion." 
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@As American citizens, we 
must ensure that the protection of 
our laws is extended 
to the forgotten Amerasian 
children in Vietnam.9 


THEVIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER 


There are many lingering 
emotional issues associated 
with the Vietnam War and its 
veterans. The role of and the 
necessity for Vet Centers in 
providing assistance to veter- 
ans afflicted with post-trau- 
matic stress disorder is a con- 
tinuing political problem. 
Similarly, arguments over the 
effects of Agent Orange and 
atomic-weapons testing con- 
tinue to wax and wane, and the 
hurt goes on—as does the 
plight of some 2,000 Ameri- 
can servicemen who have 
fallen into the limbolike status 
of POW-MIA. Today, almost 15 
years after the last American 
combat soldiers left Vietnam, 
the families of these men have 
little peace of mind and less 
assurance that the U.S. gov- 
ernment really cares about 
what happened to its men— 
and if, in fact, any of them are 
still alive. The POW-MIA issue 
surfaces periodically; yet like 
a spring thunderstorm, it 
passes from the public's con- 
Sciousness rather quickly. 
Another legacy of Vietnam 
has been even less visible: the 
fate of some 20,000 putative 
American citizens who are liv- 
ing as hostages in Vietnam. 
These are the so-called Amer- 
asian children, outcasts in their 
native land, fathered by Amer- 
ican servicemen and left to 
fend for themselves when the 
men were killed, wounded, or 
returned home. Unfortunately, 
the lack of diplomatic relations 
between America and Viet- 
nam has linked the resolution 
of the Amerasian question to 
larger geopolitical concerns of 
the respective governments. 
These children are in the 
main entitled to U.S. citizen- 
ship under a law that applies 
to children born outside the 
country between December 
24, 1952, and November 14, 
1986, where one parent was a 
Citizen and the other an alien. 
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(Unlike the legislation in force 
during the period 1941 to 1952, 
no physical presence or resi- 
dence requirement had to be 
met as a condition to the ac- 
tual conferring of full citizen- 
ship at birth.) Without ques- 
tion, all Amerasians born 
during the Vietnam era are el- 
igible U.S. citizens. 

The Reagan administra- 
tion's record on bringing them 
"home," however, has been 
feeble. In September 1984, 
Secretary of State George 
Shultz announced that the 
United States would admit, 
over a three-year period, all 
Amerasian children then in 
Vietnam—provided that they 
were released by the Vietnam- 
ese government—through the 
Orderly Departure Program of 
the United Nations Refugee 
Commission. This worked for 
two years. However, in 1986, 
the Vietnamese made known 
their view that discussion of the 
Amerasians should be con- 
ducted on a bilateral basis, 
rather than under U.N. aus- 
pices. This was agreed to, and 
the interviewing of Amer- 
asians under these new ar- 
rangements began in Ho Chi 
Minh City in October 1987. 

A year has since passed, 
and the results have been less 
than encouraging. The Viet- 
namese government has tried 
to use the plight of the Amer- 
asians to press the United 


States into normalizing rela- 
tions, while also holding out the 
vague promise of more coop- 
eration on the POW-MIA issue. 
In the meantime, the children 
remain in limbo, victims of a 
government where their prior- 
ity falls somewhere below a "1" 
on a scale of 1 to 10. 

Overall, the condition of the 
Amerasian children in Viet- 
nam is an even more impor- 
tant human-rights issue than 
that of the refuseniks in the So- 
viet Union, because as Amer- 
ican citizens, we must ensure 
that the protection of our laws 
is extended to all Americans, 
no matter where they may be 
located by accident or design. 

Vietnam veterans have a real 
stake in the Amerasian chil- 
dren issue. We arent talking 
about putative fathers coming 
forward and acknowledging 
parenthood; but it's a fact that 
the children oftheir comrades, 
living and dead, are being de- 
nied their human and civil 
rights. They deserve better 
treatment than this. The bu- 
reaucratic system established 
by the State Department is, to 
be charitable, less than ade- 
quate. It is not a popular pro- 
gram, and the condition of 
these children has not re- 
ceived serious consideration 
by the media, which has re- 
duced the issue to parents 
rushing off to Vietnam to res- 
cue their offspring. There's 


certainly nothing wrong with 
that activity, but the number of 
Vietnam veterans prepared to 
say "This is my child!" is small 
and will remain small. The real 
issue is the thousands of 
Amerasians who are eligible to 
be recognized as U.S. citizens 
if they could only get to the ap- 
propriate officials or be 
brought to the United States 
by interested groups. 

We are not suggesting that 
this issue be privatized—that 
is, be completely turned over 
to the private sector. The U.S. 
government has a role to play, 
and it needs to get on with the 
job without undue bureau- 
cratic delay. On the other hand, 
itis essential to support the ef- 
forts of organizations that are 
working to arrange sponsor- 
ship or, where needed, foster 
care for Amerasian children. 
Money, time, and the interest 
of concerned Americans is 
needed. In our examination of 
this problem, we have identi- 
fied three groups that are 
doing a good job in address- 
ing the plight of the Amer- 
asians: Lutheran Immigration 
and Refugee Service, 360 Park 
Avenue South, New York, МУ. 
10010, (212) 532-6350; U.S. 
Catholic Conference, 902 
Broadway, Eighth floor, New 
York, N.Y. 10010, (212) 460- 
8077; and Human Rights Ad- 
vocates International, 230 Park 
Avenue, Suite 460, New York, 
NY. 10169, (212) 986-5555. Of 
the three, the last, in our opin- 
ion, is most committed to aid- 
ing the Amerasian children, not 
simply because they are ref- 
ugees, but because they are 
a legacy of the Vietnam War 
and must be honored out of 
respect for our war dead and 
wounded. 

The Amerasian children are 
the orphans of all those who 
served in Vietnam, and they 
need our help.—William R. 
CorsonOt—g 


ADVISE & DISSENT 
OPINION 


BY MORTON DOWNEY, JR. 


The author hosts "The Morton Downey, 

Jr. Show,” currently in syndication on over 30 
TV stations across Americo. This 

article is excerpted from his new book 
Mort! Mort! Mort! No Place to Hide, 

with William Hoffer, published by Delacorte 
Press, a division of Bantam, 
Doubleday, Dell Publishing Group, Inc. 


RACISM 


Show me a liberal and I'll show you a racist. 

If you call him that, he will deny it to the death, of course, 
and therein lies the problem. The liberal is a blind racist; he 
does not even recognize his own prejudice. 

It took years for me to realize this. | ran a rocky emotional 
gauntlet, confused, not about my basic attitudes toward race 
relations, but about the solutions to the problems. 

I became involved in the early civil-rights marches in the 
late fifties, viewing myself as a quiet liberal. | was a follower, 
not a leader—marching in Atlanta; marching in Columbia, 
South Carolina; marching in Selma, Alabama. | was arrested 
a few times and brought into the police station, but never 
detained for long, never treated rudely. The moments of con- 
frontation were tense, trying, and riveting, but all in all, not 
as openly hostile as the press sometimes portrayed. We were 
simply a group of friends asserting our basic constitutional 
rights. Even in the early days, | felt no compulsion to give 
black people what | already had. My goal was to see that 
they had the opportunity to go out and work for their own 
success. | did not want blacks to stumble along on a welfare 
crutch, and 1 do not believe that the great majority of blacks 
wanted that, either. 

Over the years | saw our noble goals subverted, often by 
well-meaning people. | saw numerous solutions attempted, 
and these mostly boiled down to throwing money at blacks. 
This did little to solve the underlying problem of prejudice 
and, indeed, made it worse. Some blacks became more an- 
gry than ever, and | responded with an emotional backlash. 
| found resentment growing within me when a black would 
tell me how rotten white people were. 

1 could understand the bitterness of my black friends to- 
ward fate, toward prejudice, toward a system that still, in 
many ways, discriminated against them. But | could not un- 
derstand their bitterness toward me. In the early days we 
had tried to take that bitterness and turn it into a positive, 
forward motion. Somehow it had all turned negative. Why the 
hell did | go out and bust my butt? | asked myself. The world 
is not perfect, but we gave blacks a better chance than be- 
fore, didn't we? Some of them have moved into the middle 
class, and even into the upper middle class; but the majority 
are still where they were 30 years ago. Why are so many 
black people still living in abject poverty? 

I was on the verge of backlash. Black people no longer 
seemed interested in helping themselves, so why should | 
bother? It was then, after considerable thought, that the re- 
alization struck: It was the liberals who were racist, perhaps 
more so than any raving redneck conservative. Sure, the 
liberals knew how to spout high-sounding rhetoric. Their mo- 
tives were good, but their actions belied their true feelings. 

The liberal solution to racial inequity had taken many forms, 


but boil them down and they all amount to this: "Throw money 
to the blacks; take care of them.” 

Why? Because deep down inside, the liberals believed 
that blacks could not take care of themselves. They acted 
upon a conviction that blacks were not as capable as whites 
and treated them almost as household pets. 

The horrible result of this was the creation of a new cottage 
industry in this country, called poverty. | looked around and 
realized that a lot of people were getting wealthy on poverty. 
And to keep that industry going, you have to keep people in 
poverty, keep the blacks, other minorities, and poor whites 
on welfare. 

There is no way to separate the poverty issue from the 
race issue. | became very upset to realize that we have mil- 
lions of people in this country who are not being taught how 
totake care of themselves. We have a government that feeds 
upon the people who get into the welfare system, and forces 
them to remain there. We have created a form of economic 
slavery—and we sit back and moan, "Look what we're doing 
for these people, and they don't appreciate it." 

We have become the hypocrites. Long ago we should have 
been willing to take the heat off the black leaders and pro- 
claim, Enough is enough. 

We still have not freed the minorities of this country. Equal- 
rights protections are fine if you give someone an equal op- 
portunity to fail. If | am considering you for admittance to 
Harvard University, and | see that you have an S.A.T. score 
of 600 but | decide to let you in anyway because you are a 
minority, | have ruined your future. This is like signing a Little 
League baseball player to the New York Yankees and ex- 
pecting him to function. It is a guaranteed ticket to failure— 
and depression, too, because | have told you that you have 
an equal opportunity, so you should succeed. Yet you cannot 
possibly succeed, and / know it! That makes me a racist. No 
wonder my black friends grew bitter. 

We've got to free black people and other minorities, and 
the way to do that is to give them a truly equal opportunity 
to compete. Those who can compete on an equal footing 
should, indeed, be admitted to Harvard—but this is a pipe 
dream for the majority of young black men and women whom 
we have conditioned to live on welfare and whom we have 
further shackled by our joke of a public-education system. 
Education is the answer, but not when it puts the ambitious 
young person into a spot where he or she cannot maneuver. 
One sensible way to start would be to make sure that no 
American child, regardless of race, is passed through the 
school system unless he can read and write properly, bal- 
ance a checkbook, and tie his shoelaces. 

One of the most insidious and perhaps criminal perver- 
sions of the fight for social equality is the Civil Rights Res- 
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toration Act of 1988, which, as of this writing, has been passed 
by Congress, vetoed by President Reagan, and passed once 
again by Congress over the veto. 

Congress says itis merely trying to close a loophole in the 
basic, historic Civil Rights Act; but in fact, it is using—and 
cruelly so—lofty rhetoric to once more disguise a lie. In the- 
огу, the law would prevent discrimination on the basis of race, 
sex, handicap, or age, by any business, school, or other 
organization that accepts a dime of federal money—and that 
is a lofty goal. 

In examining the law, however, let us first look at that one 
and only American institution that Congress chose to exempt 
from the law— Congress itself! 

Congress is exempt from the provisions of Title VII of the 
Civil Rights Act, the Equal Pay Act, the National Labor Re- 
lations Act, the Age Discrimination Act, the Occupational 
Safety and Health Act, and of course, the Freedom of Infor- 
mation Act. The Congressional Black Caucus, which is funded 
by federal money, will not allow a white congressman to join. 

For starters, therefore, the act is passed by hypocrites. 

What they are doing is to create yet another vague um- 
brella of law giving pabulum-puking judges broad powers of 
determination. For example, a Florida judge was confronted 
with a case involving a man who admittedly drank a pint of 
gin a day and had missed 14 months of work in three years. 
When he was fired, he sued the company. The judge deter- 
mined that, as an alcoholic, the man was handicapped and 
had been discriminated against. He awarded the drunk 
$150,000 in back pay! 

More of the same absurdity is coming under the new law. 

Are you handicapped if you are a transvestite, a klepto- 
maniac, or a pedophile? You sure are, buddy, but it is not a 
violation of your civil rights for me to fire you. It is a violation 
of my civil rights to be forced to keep you on the payroll. 

Why is itthat every perceived grievance has to be resolved 
by a blizzard of legislation? The so-called Civil Rights Res- 
toration Act will restore nothing. Rather, it will simply create 
a new bureaucracy of 300,000 drones to attempt to admin- 
ister it. 

Look, gang, if you are a bigot, if you discriminate against 
anyone on the basis of race, natural origin, sex, or religion, 
you are scum. But | don't need the damn government to write 
yet another law to tell me that. 

What no one seems to acknowledge is that there is, in this 
country, a multitude of fair-minded people willing to accept 
anyone on an equal footing. This notion came through to me 
forcefully in 1969. 

Two years earlier, while | was working to help organize the 
American Basketball Association and, at the same time, put- 
ting together my own team, the New Orleans Buccaneers, | 
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Chii Norris IS Rack z 
in Vietnam on a Personal 
Mission. E 


Commando warrior Chuck Norris wants his 
family back. And he’ ready to go to the limit. 

Even if it means a blazing,one-man assault 
on an entire Vietnamese battalion. Armed 
with high-tech firepower he outmaneuvers 
a sadistic general. Blasts his way out in a 
spectacular fight for freedom. And finds time 
to rescue a few dozen Amerasian orphans 
along the way. 

Dont miss this explosive final chapter ofthe = 
hard- -hitting “Missing i in Action” trilogy! And ES 
watch for our “Missing in Action III” fashion 
attack, with T-shirts, sweats, and more! 

On videocassette. At your video store today. 
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ED HOME ENTERTAINMENT 


ark and mysterious, Robyn 
contrasted sharply with Janine, a warm, openly affectionate sun- 
bleached blonde. But they were both top producers at their real 
estate office. One sunny Thursday, the ace saleswomen decided to 
take a long, well-earned weekend away from business and the city. 
Conspiring like schoolgirls, they made their excuses and headed for 
the shore, where they stripped bare against the starkly beautiful 

backdrop of rock, sand, and sky. 
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A. 

They jogged for a while on the de- n | 
serted beach. Ав they collapsed 1 
Apr 


together in the sand, Robyn 


reached for Janine. 
T N 


w 


Maybe it was 

a "runner's 
high," or the 
exhilara- 

tion of their 
stolen after- 
noon. Robyn felt 
a curious 

new sensation. 


At work, they 
were seasoned 
pros who'd 
conquered the 
world. Now 

they felt an elec- 
tric innocence, 
breaking new 
ground. 


But it didn't take long before their 

tentative kisses and caresses pro- 

gressed to a much deeper display 
of affection. 


Their few days in the sun had given them 

a new perspective on life, love, and their 

respective careers . . . and the two sales- 

women made a solemn pact to pencil 
each other in more often. 


Oa 


129 


ARTICLE 


REVOLT 


BY PETER MANSO 


eather and Jim 
Kell had often 
joked about the 
hassles of air 
travel, but they 
certainly weren't 
smiling when they 
found themselves 
at the Los Ange- 
les International 
Airport police sta- 
tion at two in the 
morning. And 
while neither of 
them was in hand- 
cuffs, like the two other passengers 
yanked off TWA Flight 853 and now 
chained to the bench out in the duty room, 
they would nonetheless recall being told 
that their children, one an infant of 17 
months, were about to be placed in a 
foster home. The Kells had been read their 
Miranda rights on the ride across the 
darkened airstrip, as well as told that the 
FB.l. was being brought in; but it was only 
now that Heather, 29, a successful real 
estate broker from Torrance, California, 
was beginning to unravel. 

Most arrest bookings seem to take for- 
ever, but this one was particularly prob- 
lematic, not just for the Kells, but for the 
cops and the TWA reps hunkered down 
behind closed doors. It was a sticky sit- 
uation, a public-relations bombshell. 
Since Flight 853 had left Boston almost 
two hours late due to heavy Christmas 
traffic, the 30-odd passengers who had 
decided to light up in defiance of the 
captain's arbitrary in-flight smoking ban 
had upped the airline industry's problem 
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considerably. There had been incidents 
before, not only on TWA but on Ameri- 
can, United, and other major carriers: 
charges by irate passengers; legal 
threats; fisticuffs between smokers and 
antismokers at 30,000 feet; even the mid- 
dle-aged businessman, another de- 
prived smoker, who had managed to stop 
his Northwest Airlines flight in order to 
get off just as it was about to taxi out of 
Madison, Wisconsin. Flight 853, though, 
was something else. Almost the entire 
smoking section, many of whom were 
holiday passengers traveling with fami- 
lies, had simply told the airline to stuff it. 
It was an insurrection. It was also possi- 
bly atrendsetter with legal repercussions 
to come. 

For TWA spokesman Robert Blattner, 
whose job it was to explain the incident 
two days later, the key word was "pro- 
test," and the official scenario was just as 
neat and tidy. A shouting and shoving 
match among passengers and airline 
personnel; four smokers placed under 
arrest after the pilot had been forced to 
radio ahead for the police; drunkenness, 
disorderly conduct, shades of jeopardiz- 
ing the aircraft—all these episodes were 
presented against a backdrop of Trans 
World Airlines as conscientious, law- 
abiding, and operating well within fed- 
eral guidelines. 

"Whenever a nonsmoker requests a 
nonsmoking seat, he or she must be ac- 
commodated. It just so happened on this 
plane there were so many nonsmokers, 
they exhausted the seats on the aircraft 
Everybody was aware of this before the 
plane took off. . . . Toward the end of the 
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flight, on approach to Los Angeles, a 
group nearthe rear of the aircraft did light 
up. Our flight attendant told them it was 
illegal. There were words exchanged and 
one ofthe men passengers did shove our 
stewardess. ... 

"It was a pretty volatile situation," the 
airline spokesman insisted. Ditto, for the 
FB.l. One of its legendary G-men an- 
nounced that the bureau was about to 
look into allegations of "crimes aboard 
an aircraft." Even the Los Angeles Police 
Department joined in, mouthing reports 
of "a rebellion." Within days, with coast- 
to-coast press pickup, the world was left 
with a clear, unfettered sense of de- 
mented smokers wreaking havoc in the 
skies. Yet before finding out what really 
happened aboard Flight 853, let us turn 
to some broader indices of the Great 
Smoking Revolt of the eighties and how, 
indeed, both sides appear to be gearing 
up for the even bigger battle to come. 


It's never easy to pinpoint the beginnings 
of acivil war any more than a family feud, 
since both are so slow in building to their 
flash point. But certainly with the 1986 
surgeon general's report on "The Health 
Consequences of Involuntary Smoking," 
antismoking crusaders finally found their 
flaming sword to brandish. For years 
these stalwart champions of health, in 
their jogging suits and Reebok running 
shoes, sure bastions of a sanitized yup- 
pie ethic, had complained; yet now there 
was no debate, not even the possibility 
of debate. "Secondary smoke" was the 
corrupter of everything American. Not 
AIDS, not poverty or crime or the specter 
of nuclear conflagration. No, the great 
danger was cigarette smoke, even in the 
polluted climes of Los Angeles and New 
York. No matter that a third of the nation's 
population continued to rely on tobacco 
and there might be a passel of very real 
questions having to do with individuals’ 
rights, or that the surgeon general's find- 
ings were in no way conclusive; the abid- 
ing nightmare was getting caught in a 
smoke-filled elevator or being seated in 
a restaurant in even remote proximity to 
a smoker, or finding oneself assigned to 
a hotel suite befouled by the insidious 
fume from weeks before. 

It was akin to a plague. It attacked the 
innocent, the unborn included. The 
smoke touched everything, withering the 
membranes of the heart as surely as it 
could defoliate the brain; and since it al- 
ways left a trail of contagion in its wake, 
it also marked one's enemy, instantly and 
without mistake. 

Crazy, you say? Well, certainly. But if 
this was the mind-set suddenly un- 
leashed two years ago by the threat of 
someone else's cigarette smoke, then the 
spread of smoking bans, along with a 
hardening of attitude, was inevitable. 
Smokers, remember, are nothing if not a 
minority; and here was the quick and easy 
answer, abetted by legislators eager to 
bolster their electorate, if not their stand- 
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ing in the civil-liberties Hall of Fame. Con- 
sider a few examples, one more auto- 
cratic than the next: 

* Whereas Long Island Rail Road and 
Metro North commuter trains to upstate 
New York and Connecticut have had 
designated smoking cars for years, 
smoking has now been eliminated en- 
tirely. Within the past year, too, California 
lawmakers have banned cigarettes on all 
airline flights originating and ending within 
the state. Smokers are likewise out of luck 
on any interstate flight of less than two 
hours' duration, while local ordinances 
from Maine to Montana have success- 
fully put many public-transportation ter- 
minals, their rest rooms, restaurants, re- 
tail shops, and even lobbies, off-limits to 
smokers as well. 

* The workplace isn't exempt, either. 
As of this past spring, New York City is 
requiring all companies to mandate 
smoking sections, much like Dallas, Chi- 
cago, and other major cities. Many pri- 
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Within the first few 
months of outlawing smoking 
in all restaurants, 
Beverly Hills saw a 30 
percent decline 
in its restaurant trade. 
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vate companies have voluntarily limited 
on-the-job smoking to designated areas. 
More drastically, tne McDonnell Douglas 
Helicopter Company in Mesa, Arizona, 
prohibits smoking anywhere in the plant's 
facilities (including the cafeteria, rest 
rooms, and hallways). Federal Express 
Corporation, based in Memphis, has 
banned smoking throughout its nation- 
wide network, even aboard its delivery 
vans; and Chicago's USG Corporation 
has ruled out smoking for its ceiling- 
products workers at home. In federal, 
state, and city office buildings, No Smok- 
ing signs are required in offices and cor- 
ridors; designated smoking areas are few 
and far between. 

* In April 1987, Beverly Hills outlawed 
smoking in all restaurants, except those 
in hotels. The new law calls for police en- 
forcement and fines of up to $500. Berke- 
ley, Santa Barbara, Carmel, and any 
number of other "exclusive" California 
municipalities have gone the same route, 
disallowing smoking except in desig- 
nated "bar and patio areas." 

With such legislation extending into al- 
most every avenue of American life, the 
Beverly Hills situation warrants a closer 


look, for it quickly became a tempest. It 
started with Helen Stansbury, the wife of 
the town's mayor, insisting, "I hated when 
people's germs would come floating 
down and the smoke would get in your 
food." But while Mrs. Stansbury could 
exult in her “germ-free” air, Beverly Hills’ 
restaurateurs saw fewer and fewer dol- 
lars floating in. In a town where the cham- 
ber of commerce has estimated that $100 
million is spent yearly at spots such as 
Ma Maison, Chasen's, and The Bistro, as 
well as more mundane joints, customers 
took their smoke, germs, and money 
across the line to Los Angeles and West 
Hollywood. Within the first few months of 
the law's passage, Beverly Hills saw a 30 


- percent decline in its restaurant trade. 


Restaurant owners were irate. They 
tried to circumvent the new rule by ex- 
panding their bar areas or looking the 
other way—but if nonsmokers com- 
plained, there was no alternative but to 
call the cops. Even then, so rarely were 
police able to catch culprits cigarette- 
handed, that within the first three months 
only one citation was issued, and this be- 
cause the offender chose to create a "test 
case” by continuing to smoke in front of 
the arresting officer. 

Finally, by July 1987, with approxi- 
mately $12 million down the tube, plus 
the layoff of many workers and the forced 
closing of restaurants, the noble experi- 
ment was put to an end. The city council, 
newly chastened, adopted a more sen- 
sible approach: Restaurants seating over 
50 customers were to provide smoking 
areas with adequate ventilation. 

Common sense had prevailed, despite 
the intense agitation and intolerance of 
California's nonsmokers. Not so, how- 
ever, on the New York and Connecticut 
trains. As with the Beverly Hills ordi- 
nance, once again cops were being 
asked to enforce the will of antismokers. 
Unlike the Beverly Hills situation, how- 
ever, train commuters were a captive au- 
dience with few alternative methods of 
transportation. Some riders staged 
"smoke-ins" and even filed an unsuc- 
cessful lawsuit. Transit authorities in- 
sisted that federal agencies had threat- 
ened to withhold subsidies in the absence 
of enforcement, so what were they to do? 
Federal authorities, in turn, implacably 
maintained that it was "the law of the 
land." Who was responsible? The state? 
The feds? The private sector? With al- 
most $10 billion a year collected in excise 
taxes on tobacco products, why couldn't 
accommodations be provided, smokers 
asked, either in the form of separate fa- 
cilities or simply adequate ventilation 
systems? This, like so many other rea- 
sonable queries, went unanswered. Leg- 
islators, meanwhile, continued to tack 
antismoking riders onto appropriations 
bills, at the same time trying to double 
the federal excise tax on cigarettes from 
16 to 40 cents a pack. Other legislation 
has sought to limit smoking in all public 
places and to eliminate product adver- 
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tising and promotion, including sponsor- 
ships of auto-racing teams and golf and 
tennis tournaments (Virginia Slims' 
"You've Come a Long Way, Baby” ad- 
vancement of women's tennis notwith- 
standing). 

In almost every instance, the rationale 
has plainly been expediency rather than 
compromise. Take the more stringent 
bans in the workplace that go well be- 
yond any reasonable limitation on smok- 
ing for safety or health reasons—no 
smoking on the job, no smoking in the 
office or the assembly line exceptin des- 
ignated areas, or no smoking at all. Even 
more draconian are the prohibitions in- 
stigated by some companies forbidding 
employment of smokers, as well as allow- 
ing summary dismissal of any offender 
who smokes in the privacy of his or her 
home. Consider the midnight raids with 
company goons breaking down doors! It 
so smacks of Prohibition tactics that nov- 
elist Dan Jenkins responded with the most 
gloomy of prophetic visions—smokers 
forced to frequent "smoke-easies" in or- 
der to enjoy the illicit weed, but always 
wary of raids by undercover agents, 
"smarcs," out for an arrest. 

Once again, although the rationale is 
efficiency, in reality the motive is greed, 
and such authoritarianism in the name of 
health is perfectly illustrated by the air- 
lines. By law, planes with 30 or more seats 
must have smoking and nonsmoking 
sections. Nonsmoking seat assignments 
must be available to any passenger with 
a confirmed reservation who meets the 
designated check-in time, so the airlines 
are allowed to expand their nonsmoking 
sections should demand warrant it. Non- 
smokers have preferred status, ob- 
viously. In theory the arrangement should 
work; in fact it has led to chaos, since the 
airlines so routinely overbook to fatten 
their profits. Airline officials rarely turn 
away late-arriving nonsmokers; ticket 
agents simply fill the plane, then blithely 
announce the elimination of the flight's 
smoking section. No matter that the 
smoker has paid for a ticket and arrived 
on time. The regulations are embraced 
as a way of justifying the revocation of 
the smoker's contract—that is, his ticket 
and seating assignment guaranteeing 
him a smoking seat. Instead of offering 
ticket refunds to nonsmokers or smokers 
who cannot be accommodated, the air- 
lines choose the easy way out: an arbi- 
trary "No smoking" announcement. No 
reseating of passengers, no re-sorting of 
luggage—that would put too much of a 
burden on available resources. More 
often than not, the smoker learns that the 
smoking section has been eliminated only 
when the plane is out on the runway or 
already in flight. 

How many smokers have been treated 
in this high-handed fashion, we don't 
know, since only the protesters make 
headlines. The cases we do hear about, 
though, call into question the airline in- 
dustry's practices and, even more, the 
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peculiar collusion between industry offi- 
cials, local police, the media, and law- 
makers. Some examples: 

* A businessman in his assigned 
smoking seat watched as his flight de- 
layed takeoff in order to accommodate 
standbys, then heard the captain's an- 
nouncement of "No smoking" asthe plane 
taxied out to the runway. Receiving no 
explanation from the flight attendant, the 
man demanded to be returned to the 
boarding gate, and received a round of 
applause from other passengers as he 
disembarked rather than subject himself 
to such capricious rulings. 

* A writer commuting from New York 
City to Cape Cod, Massachusetts, was 
taken off a plane on Martha's Vineyard, 
handcuffed, searched, then jailed until 
two in the morning as a result of the air- 
line's failure to announce that the smok- 
ing section on its newly purchased air- 
craft was in the rear rather than the 
forward area, as had customarily been 
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Airlines rarely 
turn away late-arriving 
nonsmokers; ticket 
agents fill the plane, then 
blithely announce 
the elimination of the 
smoking section. 
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he case with planes flying this route for 
years. The situation was broughtto a head 
not by any reasonable explanation by the 
stewardess, but by the complaints of an- 
other passenger, a young coed in an al- 
igator shirt. When questioned about the 
unannounced change in the aircraft's 
seating plan, the stewardess charged the 
smoker with lewd drunkenness and "en- 
dangering the operation of the aircraft," 
a federal felony. Police took this as prima 
acie evidence; the local press elabo- 
rated with a story alleging sexual ha- 
rassment that, in turn, was picked up by 
The Boston Globe, The New York Times, 
and New York magazine. Four years later, 
having persevered in federal court, the 
writer was awarded a considerable out- 
of-court settlement, presumably be- 
cause the airline was so fearful of the 
publicity of a jury trial. 

* A middle-aged woman, en route from 
St. Louis to Puerto Rico via Miami, en- 
countered an in-flight smoking ban on the 
firstleg of her journey. Though reassured 
she would be allowed to smoke on the 
final leg, she found herself "kidnapped" 
after takeoff when the pilot once again 
imposed the ban. The Department of 


Transportation's response to her under- 
standably angry complaint? "Everyone 
must obey federal flight laws." 

The examples are numerous. Even 
more troublesome is that flight atten- 
dants, like the conductors on the Long 
Island Rail Road and even private taxi- 
cab drivers, have begun to take passen- 
ger resistance as a challenge to their au- 
thority. The assumption is that anyone who 
complains is a troublemaker. The anti- 
smokers have kept the pot bubbling by 
waging guerrilla warfare; in their righ- 
teousness they suspect that enforce- 
ment of legislation already on the books 
will not be as effective as vigilante-style 
bushwhacking. "Take the law into your 
own hands" seems to be the motto, with 
groups such as GASP the New Jersey— 
based Group Against Smoking Pollution 
resorting to hysterical rhetoric as their 
representatives bombard the media with 
the charge that cigarette manufacturers 
are “murderers.” One GASP spokes- 
woman, for example, went on television 
to compare the cigarette companies to 
psychopaths who bury pins in candy bars 
to give to children on Halloween. In an- 
other incident, during a televised debate 
on the pros and cons of smoking legis- 
lation, the head of Action on Smoking and 
Health (ASH) threw a glass of water in his 
opponent's face when the man, a Ford- 
ham University law professor, lit up. Still 
another antismoking advocate argued 
that smoking should be summarily 
banned on planes because of the fire 
hazard: "You know, that's a real enclosed 
space; so whenever | see a smoker, | look 
for a fire escape.” (At 30 thousand feet, 
she wants a “fire escape"? Nonsmoking 
doesn't necessarily clear the brain.) It's 
no secret, too, that a growing number of 
antismoking fanatics nowadays ask for 
seats in airplane smoking sections in or- 
der to harangue their fellow passengers 
as soon as they light up. Obviously their 
podium is more important than the pu- 
tative dangers of secondary smoke. 

That there is a pathology at work here 
goes without saying; but to call it mere 
paranoia doesn't quite work, given what 
medical types would call its clearly “dif- 
ferentiated” zeal. If we live in nervous- 
making times where achievement, per- 
formance, and success are all, then more 
ikely than not, the antismoking issue has 
become a lodestone for anxiety in gen- 
eral, a sort of magnet for nuttiness or 
eelings of failure in its myriad forms. The 
"cause," after all, is sanctioned by the 
federal government as well as such un- 
impeachable, altruistic groups as the 
American Cancer Society, Blue Cross and 
Blue Shield, and even the Consumers 
Union. It has become an approved out- 
let. Accommodation and reason aren't the 
standards; it's the sense of high purpose, 
he warm glow of beatitude wrapping it- 
self around the frenzy. It's almost as if 
Barry Goldwater were at the helm— 
somehow the excesses don't matter. 
Everyone wants to be "better," on the side 
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The deadly 
weapons of the 
Palestinians" 
uncivil war 

are used with 
dangerous 
rules known 

to both sides. 


The Hebrew is compli- 
cated in translation, no 
less complicated than the 
Arabic. Even now, almost 
a year after the Palestin- 
ians began what they call 
the Intifadeh, there is ar- 
gument over what it really 
means. Most say "upris- 
ing"; but linguists explain 
that the word actually 
means "shaking off," as in 
shaking off the Israeli oc- 
cupation. Some call it 
"rioting," others "demon- 
strations." 

“Unrest,” "turmoil," and 
"rebellion" are also com- 
mon translations, while 
some simply call it "the 
situation"—a sorry signal 
for those who know that in 
Northern Ireland, the 
Catholics and Protestants 
use that term, too, as well 
as "the troubles." 

And there are those 
Palestinians who call it the 


intiwadeh, which means 
something akin to "an- 
archy" a deliberate 
breakdown of the system 

So to call the uncivil 
struggle between next- 
door neighbors in.the 
Promised Land a civil war 
is only partially true 
Though it has a certain fa- 
miliarity, a kind of routine 
that is almost acceptable 
to both Arabs and Jews 
as a way of life, it's a 
deadly street game with 
dangerous rules known to 
both sides. But it's not ex- 
actly a civil war. The Pal- 
estinians, who are the 
people on one side of the 
oil-drum barriers and 


stone roadblocks, are not 
citizens of Israel. The 
Jews, who are the citi- 
zens of Israel, wish to 
either make the Palestin- 
ians citizens or divide the 
country between the two 
peoples. Both groups are 
children of a land prom- 
ised to be holy. 

It's certainly more than 
a war that pits brother 
against brother in some 
stone-strewed  alleyway. 
Ultimately it has families 
on both sides arguing 
over the interpretations of 
irreconcilable Jewish or 
Muslim, Zionist or Pales- 
tinian, Israeli or Arab 
pasts, fearing the tear gas 
and flying stones and, 
most of all, the blood ob- 
scuring the future. 


If it weren't for the death 
toll—in the first 100 days, 
the Intifadeh averaged 
one Palestinian death a 
day, but no Israeli fatali- 
ties—it could have been 
a game like any teenage 
game in a village sandlot 
In the next 50 days, two 
Israelis were killed; the 
Palestinian toll remained 


one a day. It's a deadly 
sport, this game playeq 
by teenagers coached by 
their elders. 

Israeli Defense Minister 
Yitzhak Rabin has called 
it “a war run by company 
commanders, not by gen- 
erals" He was once a 
company commander in 
a teenage brigade that 
fought the British and the 
Arabs. He knows how 
teenagers handle com- 
mands and how passion- 
ate their fighting can be. 

But he did not make 
clear in his comment 
whether he was referring 
to his own teenage sol- 
diers or to the soldiers of 
the Shabiba, the now-out- 
lawed Al Fatah youth 
movement of street gangs 
led by the street-smart 
and the jailwise. The 
weapons of these street 
fighters are stones and 
Molotov cocktails, zip 
guns, and nails-through- 
potato grenades that loft 


through the air like a kid's 
ball until plunging, as 
deadly as any bullet, into 
the face of someone driv- 
ing home from work. 

Dov Kalmanovich lies in 
bed, his body a painful 
mass of bloody burns. A 
Molotov cocktail is not so 
difficult to make: You take 
a bottle, fill it almost to the 
top with gasoline. Then 
take a condom or a bal- 
loon, and puncture it, so 
that when you stretch it 
overthe bottle top, it forms 
a broken seal. Jam a rag. 
a piece of light cotton or 
absorbent terrycloth, 
through the rubber into the 
flammable fluid. Wait a 
minute as the rag soaks 
up the liquid. When you 
light it, you have almost 
half a minute, a long time 
in which to take aim. 

In mid-January of this 
year, a month into the In- 


tifadeh, Kalmanovich was 
driving home to Beit El, 
one of the Jewish settle- 
ments that some in the 
Palestinian uprising say 
are the reason the Pales- 
tinians are so angry. Of 
course, there are oth- 
ers—ask anyone who has 
been in the Middle East or 
talked with an Arab any- 
where between the Atlan- 
tic Ocean and the Persian 
Gulf—many, many others 
who say that the settle- 
ments aren't the problem. 
Tel Aviv and Haifa and, of 
course, Jerusalem are the 
problem. 

The Molotov cocktail 
stormed into Kalmano- 
vich's life the way the rains 
and wind stormed 
throughout the hilltops of 
the Judaean desert, and 
along the coastline of the 
Gaza Strip. during the first 
months of the Intifadeh, 
the uprising. The weather 
seemed appropriate: 
stormy weather for stormy 
times. 


It began, as riots often do, 
with a rumor, a wildly ex- 
aggerated truth that 


spread as fast as tear gas 
on a windy day. Four day 
laborers from Gaza were 
plowed down by a trailer 
truck as they stood by the 
side of the highway, wait- 
ing for a ride to work in 
Israel. 

The Shabiba is the 
name of the Al Fatah youth 
movement. It's the dimin- 
utive of shabab, meaning 
roughly “the people,” so 
Shabiba refers to youths 
organized in a group. But 
a shabab is also a mob, 
and the outlawed Sha- 
biba has given way to the 
shabab. 

They are teenagers 
mostly, though smaller 
children often take part, 
and they have more or 
less ruled the Palestinian 
uprising since it began. 
Even Yasir Arafat knows 
that the shabab sets the 
tone. 

They dress in uniforms: 
Adidas sneakers; dark 
trousers, either of denim 
or cotton; T-shirts, or white 
shirts and sweaters in the 
rain. And keffiyot. A green 
keffiya means the wearer 
is an Islamic fundamen- 


talist. A red keffiya means 
the wearer is pro-Arafat. 
A black keffiya means the 
wearer is pro-Syrian, a 
supporter of the rejec- 
tionist front. A blue keffiya 
means the wearer sup- 
ports Jordan's King Hus- 
sein—there are few blue 
keffiyot to be seen at any 
Intifadeh demonstrations. 

Kids, sometimes as 
young as eight or nine, 
gather at main intersec- 
tions, clotting in groups of 
ten or 20, until there are 
100 or more, and some- 
one is brave enough to 


begin the march, to shout 
out, much the way an Is- 
raeli officer is trained, 
"Follow me." 

The women line roof- 
tops and window frames, 
banging garbage cans 
with sticks to announce 
the action has begun. The 
shabab heads down the 
slope—in a refugee camp 
it's a dirt road, muddied in 
winter; in a village or town 
it's a paved street, often 
littered with rocks from the 
“incident” the day before. 

The Israeli soldiers at 
the intersection between 
the camp and the main 
road through Gaza (or if 
it's in the West Bank, be- 
tween the village and the 
King's highway to Jeru- 
salem), move toward the 
marching teenagers. 
When they are less than 
100 yards apart, the rocks 
begin flying. 

The soldiers fire tear 
gas, which wafts thick 
through the air. Early on, 
the teenagers learned that 
sniffing an onion clears 
the nasal passages of the 
CS-5, the same tear gas 
used by most police 


forces in the U.S. 

The soldiers get closer, 
but not too close. Too 
close means that the per- 
sonal weapons come ош 
on both sides. Here's a 
rake, the handle short- 
ened so that suddenly it's 
not a gardening tool any- 
more—it’s something al- 
most medieval in con- 
cept, the teeth bared to 
strike at a skull. And here's 
a marvel of deadly inge- 
nuity—a bicycle gear cut 
in half, lashed to a club, 
so that if it makes contact 
with a face, an arm, a 
chest, it will gash at least 
as deeply as the teeth on 
the gear. 

A CO, cartridge, inno- 
cent when making soda, 
has nails tied and glued 
to it. When thrown, the 
gases released give it 
thrust; it is no less deadly 
than a bullet. There are 
slingshots of every kind, 
made from the thick rub- 


ber of cut inner tubes or 
handwoven out of hun- 
dreds of regular rubber 


bands—the ingenuity of . 


the desperately out- 
raged, those with so little 
to lose that their anger is 
their freedom, has no 
bounds. There are even 
slingshots like the shep- 
herd David's, which he 
used against Goliath: a 
long loop of twine grasp- 
ing a rock that will fly 
overhead in a long, zip- 
ping arc to the enemy. 


With the weapons out on 
the Palestinian side, the 
weapons are drawn on the 
Israeli side as well. In the 
first weeks, "caught with 
our pants down," as many 
an Israeli general was to 
explain lamely, the bewil- 


derment about the mean- 
ing of the events turned 
into a chaotic response. 
On December 8, the 
day before the uprising 
began, there were fewer 
than 500 Israeli troops 
conducting quiet, un- 
eventful patrols once a 
day or less in the refugee 
camps of Gaza. By the 
end of December, there 
were more than 20,000 
combat troops in the strip. 
In the West Bank, the sit- 
uation was no different. 
At first, the Army tried 
using traditional riot-con- 
trol tactics, such as tear 
gas, rubber bullets, and 
most infamously, batons. 
The soldiers resorted to 
live fire when nothing else 
worked. At a certain point, 
none of these means work 
anymore when people are 
in a rage. Their anger en- 
compasses everything: 
the Arab world's incom- 
petence at making peace 
with the Israelis; the Isra- 
eli occupation, with all its 
intimidating and alienat- 
ing force; the superpow- 
ers' decades-long em- 
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At first, the 


riot-control 
tactics such as 
fear gas. 

But the death 
toll mounted. 
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There's no such thing 

as a random event in the life 

of 25-year-old Melissa 

Morgan. "I model to earn money 
to buy equipment for my 

band, and if | make it big in 
music, l'Il use that money 

to set up my own observatory. 


I've always been 
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Wardrobe by Flirts, Fort Lauderdale, Fla , and Lace to Lust. Fort Lauderdale. Fla 


At the magnificent Divi Tiara Beach Hotel 
in the Cayman Islands, Melissa discovered a 
whole new universe under the sea. 
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| once made love in a dormant 
volcano," says 36-23-35 Melissa. "The 
beauty of nature always brings out 
my romantic side." 
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Although she's without a 


moment, Melissa's 


prevails. She recalls the time she 
kidnapped" a delivery man 
and covered him with p 


22a. "| guess 

you could say I'm a connoisseur 

of life's many delicacies and he 
didn't seem to mind at all! 


Ota 
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THELIFE OF 


ih 


BY CLIVE BARKER ` 


Every love 

story was—at the 
last—a story 

of death; why 
should it be 

any less true the 
other way about? 


PAINTING BY 
GILLES RIMBAULT 


The newspaper was the first edition of 
the day, and Elaine devoured it from cover 
to cover as she sat in the hospital waiting 
room. À young woman who had once 
danced with minor royalty had been 
found murdered near Clapham; a solo 
round-the-world yachtsman was miss- 
ing; recently excited hopes of a cure for 
the common cold had been dashed. To- 
day's news seemed very like yester- 
day's; only the names had been changed. 

Dr. Sennett informed her that she was 
healing well, both inside and out, and was 
quite fit to return to her full responsibili- 
ties whenever she felt psychologically re- 
silient enough. She left him washing his 
hands of her. 

The thought of getting straight onto the 
bus and heading back to her rooms was 
repugnant after so much time sitting and 
waiting. She would walk a stop or two 
along the route, she decided. 

Her plans proved overambitious, how- 
ever. After only a few minutes of walking, 
her lower abdomen began to ache, and 
she started to feel nauseous; so she 
turned off the main road to seek out a 
place where she could rest and drink 
some tea. She found a small restaurant 
which, though it was 12:55, was not en- 
joying a roaring lunchtime trade. A small 
woman with unashamedly artificial red 
hair served her tea. 

Elaine sat staring out the window. Veils 
of blue-gray smoke had crept down the 
street in recent minutes, solidifying the 
sunlight. 

"They're burning again," the waitress 
said. "Used to be the community center. 
They're knocking it down and building a 
new one. It's a waste of taxpayers' 
money." 

The smoke was indeed creeping into 
the restaurant. Elaine did not find it of- 
fensive; it was sweetly redolent of au- 
tumn, her favorite season. Intrigued, she 
finished her tea, paid for her meal, and 
then elected to wander along and find 
the source of the smoke. She didn't have 
far to walk. At the end of the street was a 
small square; the demolition site domi- 
nated it. There was one surprise, how- 
ever. The building that the waitress had 
described as a community center was in 
fact a church, or had been. The lead and 
slates had already been stripped off the 
roof, leaving the joists bare to the sky; the 
windows had been denuded of glass; the 
turf had gone from the lawn at the side 
of the building, and two trees had been 
felled there. It was their pyre that pro- 
vided the tantalizing scent. 

Atthe far end of the church a man stood 
with his back to Elaine, staring intently at 
the ground. Hearing footsteps behind 
him, he looked round guiltily. 

“Oh,” he said. “| won't be a moment.” 

"It's all right—" Elaine said. “I think we're 
probably both trespassing." 

The man nodded. He was dressed 
soberly—even drearily—but for his green 
bow tie. His features, despite the garb 
and the gray hairs of a man in middle 
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age, were curiously unlined, as though 
neither smile nor frown much ruffled their 
perfect indifference. 

"Sad, isn't it," he said, "seeing a place 
like this?" 

"Did you know the church as it used to 
be?" 

"| came in on occasion," he said, "but 
it was never very popular." 

"What's it called?" 

"All Saints. It was built in the late sev- 
enteenth century, | believe. Are you fond 
of churches?" 

"Not particularly. It was just that | saw 
the smoke, and...” 

“Everybody likes a demolition scene,” 
he said. 

"Yes," she replied, "| suppose that's 
true.” 

“It's like watching a funeral. Better them 
than us, eh?” 

She murmured something in agree- 
ment, her mind flitting elsewhere. Back 
to the hospital. To her pain and her pres- 


e 


One day, perhaps 
this day, she would die, 
just as these 
people had died, and it 
wouldn't matter a 
jot. She thought of this and 
was almost happy. 


Y 


ent healing. To her life saved only by los- 
ing the capacity for further life. Better 
them than us. 

"My name's Kavanagh,” he said, cov- 
ering the short distance between them, 
his hand extended. 

"How do you do?" she said. "I'm Elaine 
Rider." 

"Elaine," he said. "Charming." 

She looked down at the patchwork of 
tablets beneath her feet. One, to the left 
of where Kavanagh was standing, car- 
ried an all but eroded relief of crossed 
shinbones, like drumsticks, and the ab- 
rupt motto: Redeem the time. 

"| think there must have been a crypt 
under here at some time," Kavanagh said. 
“| can't think of any other reason for the 
inscriptions, can you? | was thinking of 
asking the workmen—" he paused in 
midsentence. "You'll probably think this 
positively morbid of те. ... " 

"What?" 

"Well, just to preserve one or two of the 
finer stones from being destroyed." 

"| don't think that's morbid," she said. 
"They're very beautiful." 

He was evidently encouraged by her 
response. "Maybe | should speak with 


them now,” he said. "Would you excuse 
me for a moment?" 

He left her standing in the nave, like a 
forsaken bride, while he went out to quiz 
one of the workmen. She wandered down 
to where the altar had been, reading the 
names as she went. . . and suddenly the 
unarticulated hopes for an afterlife she 
had nursed through her 34 years slipped 
away. She was no longer weighed down 
by some vague ambition for heaven. One 
day, perhaps this day, she would die, just 
as these people had died, and it wouldn't 
matter a jot. There was nothing to come, 
nothing to aspire to, nothing to dream of. 
She stood in a patch of smoke-thickened 
sun, thinking of this, and was almost 
happy. 

Kavanagh returned from his ex- 
changes with the foreman. 

"There is indeed a crypt,” he said, “but 
it hasn't been emptied yet." 

"Oh^ 

There were dust and bones still un- 
derfoot, she thought. 

"Will they give you one of the stones?" 

He shook his head. "It's not up to them 
to say. Apparently they have a firm of 
professional excavators to come in and 
shift the bodies to new burial sites. They 
told me to come back in a day or two's 
time, and ask the removal men." 

She laughed atthe thought of the dead 
moving house, packing up their goods 
and chattel. Kavanagh was pleased to 
have made a joke, even if it had been 
unintentional. Before they parted they 
exchanged telephone numbers. He 
seemed charmingly excited by the 
thought of their meeting again; it made 
her feel, despite all that had been taken 
from her, that she still had her sex. 

She returned to the flat to find a parcel 
from Mitch. In it, cocooned in several lay- 
ers of tissue paper, she found a silk scarf, 
chosen with Mitch's uncanny eye for her 
taste. The note along with it simply said, 
“It's your color. | love you. Mitch." She 
wanted to pick up the telephone on the 
spot and talk to him; but somehow the 
thought of hearing his voice seemed 
dangerous. Too close to the hurt, per- 
haps. He would ask her how she felt and 
she would reply that she was well; and 
he would insist: Yes, but really? And she 
would say: I'm empty. They took out half 
my innards, damn you, and I'll never have 
your children or anybody else's, so that's 
the end of that, isn't it? 

She had no appetite, but she made 
herself some food nevertheless, and sat 
down to watch television as she ate. One 
news item piqued her curiosity: an inter- 
view with the solo yachtsman Michael 
Maybury, who had been picked up that 
day after two weeks adrift in the Pacific. 
He had been becalmed, and as his ves- 
sel lacked a motor, had been obliged to 
wait for wind. It had not come. A week 
had gone by with his hardly moving a 
kilometer from the same spot of listless 
ocean; no bird or passing ship broke the 
monotony. With every hour that passed, 
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his claustrophobia grew, and on the 
eighth day it reached panic proportions; 
so he let himself over the side of the yacht 
and swam away from the vessel, a lifeline 
tied about his middle, in order to escape 
the same few yards of deck. But once 
away from the yacht, and treading the 
still, warm water, he had no desire to go 
back. Why not untie the knot, he'd thought 
to himself, and float away? 

"What made you change your mind?" 
the interviewer asked. 

Here Maybury frowned. He had clearly 
reached the crux of his story, but didn't 
wantto finish it. The interviewer repeated 
the question. 

At last, hesitantly, the sailor re- 
sponded. "| looked back at the yacht," 
he said, "and | saw somebody on the 
deck." 

The interviewer, not certain that he'd 
heard correctly, said: "Somebody on the 
deck?" 

"That's right," Maybury replied. 
"Somebody was there. | saw a figure quite 
clearly, moving around." : 

"Who was it?" 

"| don't know," Maybury replied. "Death, 
| suppose." 

The questioner was momentarily lost 
for words. "But of course you returned to 
the boat, eventually." 

"Of course." 

"And there was no sign of anybody?" 

Maybury glanced up at the inter- 
viewer, and a look of contempt crossed 
his face. 

“I'd survived, hadn't 1?” he said. 

The interviewer mumbled something 
about not understanding his point. 

"| didn't drown," Maybury said. “l could 
have died then, if l'd wanted to. Slipped 
off the rope and drowned.” 

"But you didn't. And the next day—" 

"The next day the wind picked up." 

"It's an extraordinary story," the inter- 
viewer said, content that the stickiest part 
of the exchange was now safely by- 
passed. “You must be looking forward to 
seeing your family again for Chris 
mas... .” 

Elaine didn't hear the final exchange of 
pleasantries. Her imagination was tied by 
a fine rope to the room she was sitting 
in; her fingers toyed with the knot. If Death 
could find a boat in the wastes of the Pa- 
cific, how much easier it must be to find 
her. To sit with her, perhaps as she slept. 
To watch her as she went about her 
mourning. She stood up and turned the 
television off. The flat was suddenly si- 
lent. She questioned the hush impa- 
tiently, but it held no sign of guests, wel 
come or unwelcome. 

As she listened, she could taste sal 
water. Ocean, no doubt. 


She had returned to work as soon as she 
felt able, hoping that although she had 
not taken on all her former responsibili- 
ties, the familiar routines would help her 
to reestablish a normal life. But the sleight 
of hand was not entirely successful. Every 
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few days something would happen—she 
would overhear some remark or catch a 
look that she was not intended to see— 
that made her realize she was being 
treated with a rehearsed caution; that her 
colleagues viewed her as being funda- 
mentally changed by her illness. It had 
made her angry. She'd wanted to spit her 
suspicions in their faces—tell them that 
she and her uterus were not synony- 
mous, and that the removal of one did 
not imply the eclipse of the other. 

And then, an hour after lunch, things 
had suddenly taken a turn for the worse. 
She had been called into her supervi- 
sor's office and asked to sit down. 

“Are you all right, Elaine?” Mr. Chimes 
had asked. 

“There's nothing wrong with me.” 

"But your weeping—" 

"What?" 

“The way you've been crying today. It 
concerns us." 

"Cry?" she'd said. “I don't cry." 


* 


The crypt was a 
charnel house. Bodies had 
been thrown in heaps 
on every side; entire families 
pressed into niches 
that were designed for a 
single casket. 
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The supervisor seemed baffled. “But 
you've been crying all day. You're crying 
now.” 

Elaine put a tentative hand to her cheek. 
And yes, yes, she was crying. Her cheek 
was wet. She'd stood up, shocked at her 
own conduct. 

"| didn't... | didn't know,” she said. 
Though the words sounded preposter- 
ous, they were true. She hadn't known. 
Only now, and with the fact pointed out, 
did she taste tears in her throat and si- 
nuses. And with that taste came a mem- 
ory of when this eccentricity had begun: 
in front of the television the night before. 

"Why don't you take the rest of the day 
off?" i 

"Yes. I'll go home,” she said. "Thank 
you for your . . . concern." 

Face-to-face with herself in the mirror 
of the women's toilets, she realized just 
how bad she looked. Her skin was 
flushed, her eyes swollen. She did what 
she could to conceal the signs of this 
painless grief, then picked up her coat 
and started home. As she reached the 
underground station she knew that re- 
turning to the empty flat would not be a 
wise idea. She would brood, she would 


sleep (so much sleep of late, and so per- 
fectly dreamless); but she would not im- 
prove her mental condition by either route. 
It was the bell of Holy Innocents, tolling 
in the clear afternoon, that reminded her 
of the smoke and the square and Mr. 
Kavanagh. There, she decided, was a fit 
place for her to walk. She could enjoy the 
sunlight—and think. Maybe she would 
meet her admirer again. 

She found her way back to All Saints 
easily enough, but there was disappoint- 
ment awaiting her. The site was guarded 
by no less than four policemen, who were 
ushering pedestrians toward a detour 
around the square. The south transept 
and much of the area around it had been 
curtained off from public view by an ar- 
rangement of tarpaulins and black plas- 
tic sheeting. Occasionally somebody 
would emerge from behind this veil and 
consult with others on the site. All who 
did so, she noted, were wearing gloves; 
one or two were also masked. It was as 
though they were performing some ad 
hoc surgery in the shelter of the screen. 
A tumor, perhaps, in the bowels of All 
Saints. 

As she began to make her way back 
to the main road, she caught sight of a 
familiar figure crossing the end of an ad- 
jacent street. It was unmistakably Kava- 
nagh. She called after him. 

“Well, well—" he said. "I didn't expect 
to see you again so soon.” 

"| came to watch the rest of the dem- 
olition” she said. 

His face was ruddy with the cold, and 
his eyes were shining. 

“I'm so pleased,” he said. "Do you want 
to have some.afternoon tea? There's a 
place just around the corner." 

“I'd like that." 

As they walked she asked him if he 
knew what was going on at All Saints. 
"It's the crypt,” he said, confirming her 
suspicions. 

“They opened it?” 

‘They certainly found a way in.” 
“Some of them were wearing masks.” 
‘It won't smell very fresh down there. 
Not after so long.” 

Thinking of the curtain of tarpaulin 
drawn between her and the mystery 
within, she said: "I wonder what it's like.” 

“A wonderland,” Kavanagh replied. 

It was an odd response, and she didn't 
query it, at least not on the spot. But later, 
when they'd sat and talked together for 
an hour and she felt easier with him, she 
returned to the comment. 

“What you said about the crypt...” 

"Yes?" 

"About it being a wonderland.” 

"Did | say that?" he replied, somewhat 
sheepishly. "I like places where the dead 
are,” he said. “| always have. Cemeteries 
can be very beautiful, don't you think? I'm 
sure there's much to be seen in that crypt. 
Strange sights. Wonderful sights." 

"| only ever saw one dead person. My 
grandmother. | was very young at the 
time. . .. In fact, | scarcely remember it 


at all. | only remember how everybody 
cried.” 

“So selfish;” he said. “Don't you think? 
Spoiling a farewell with snot and sobs. 
We cry for ourselves, don't we? Not for 
the dead. The dead are past caring.” 

She made a small, soft "yes," and then, 
more loudly, "My God, yes. That's right. 
Always for ourselves... ." 

"You see how much the dead can 
teach, just by lying there, twiddling their 
thumb bones?" 

She laughed; he joined her in laughter. 
She had misjudged him on that initial 
meeting, thinking his face unused to 
smiles; it was not. But his features, when 
the laughter died, swiftly regained that 
eerie quiescence she had first noticed. 

"Nobody's made me laugh so much in 
weeks. I'm grateful.” 

“You should laugh,” he told her. “It suits 
you”; then added: “You have beautiful 
teeth.” 

She thought of this odd remark when 
he'd gone, as she did of a dozen others 
he had made through the afternoon. He 
was undoubtedly one of the most offbeat 
individuals she'd ever encountered, but 
he had come into her lite—with his ea- 
gerness to talk of crypts and the dead 
and the beauty of her teeth—at just the 
right moment. He was the perfect dis- 
traction from her buried sorrows, making 


her present aberrations seem minor stuff . 


beside his own. When she started home 
she was in high spirits. If she had not 
known herself better, she might have 
thought herself half in love with him. 

On the journey back, and later that 
evening, she thought particularly of the 
joke he had made about the dead twid- 
dling their thumb bones, and that thought 
led inevitably to the mysteries that lay out 
of sight in the crypt. Her curiosity, once 
aroused, was not easily silenced. It grew 
on her steadily that she badly wanted to 
slip through that cordon of ribbon and 
see the burial chamber with her own eyes. 
lt was a desire she would previously never 
have admitted to herself, But Kavanagh 
had legitimized her appetite with his fla- 
grant enthusiasm for things funereal. Now, 
with the taboo shed, she wanted to go 
back to All Saints and look Death in its 
face; then next time she saw Kavanagh 
she would have some stories to tell of her 
own. The idea, no sooner budded, came 
to full flower; and in the middle of the eve- 
ning she dressed for the street again and 
headed back toward the square. 

She didn’t reach All Saints until well 
after 11:30. They had extinguished all but 
one of the floodlights, leaving the site— 
church, tarpaulin, and grimy mud—in 
grim chiaroscuro. 

Elaine moved as cautiously as possi- 
ble to the ribbon that divided one zone 
from the other. Once beyond the cordon, 
and into the forbidden territory beyond, 
she was not so hesitant. She swiftly 
crossed the hard ground, its wheel- 
plowed furrows like concrete, into the lee 
of the church. She reached the edge of 


the tarpaulin curtain without incident, 
and peered at the scene concealed 
behind it. 

The demolition men, under very spe- 
cific instructions, to judge by the care they 
had taken in the labors, had dug fully eight 
feet down the side of All Saints, exposing 
the foundation. In so doing, they had un- 
covered an entrance to the burial charh- 
ber which previous hands had been at 
pains to conceal. Not only had earth been 
piled up against the flank of the church 
to hide the entrance, but the crypt door 
had also been removed, and stone ma- 
sons had sealed up the entire aperture. 
This had clearly been done at some 
speed; their handiwork was far from or- 
dered. They had simply filled the en- 
trance up with any stone or brick that had 
come to hand, and plastered coarse 
mortar over their endeavors. Into this 
mortar—though the design had been 
spoiled by the excavations—some ar- 
tisan had scrawled a six-foot cross. 


e 


The flesh of the 
corpse was greasy to the 
touch and left her 
fingers stained, but she 
was not distressed. 
She bent close to study the 
woman's rotted face. 
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All their efforts in securing the crypt, 
and marking the mortar to keep the god- 
less out, had been done for nothing, 
however. The seal had been broken— 
the mortar hacked at, the stones torn 
away. There was now a small hole in the 
middle of the doorway, large enough for 
one person to gain access to the interior. 
Elaine had no hesitation in climbing down 
the slope to the breached wall, and then 
squirming through. 

She had predicted the darkness she 
met on the other side and had brought a 
cigarette lighter. She flicked it on, and by 
the swelling light investigated the space 
ahead. It was not the crypt itself she had 
stepped into, but a narrow vestibule of 
some kind: A yard or so in front of her 
was another wall, and another door. This 
one had not been replaced with: bricks, 
though into its solid timbers a second 
cross had been gouged. She ap- 
proached the door. 

Itwas large and brutally heavy; her first 
attempt at hauling it open met with little 
success. She tried again, and this time it 
moved, grating across the grit on the 
vestibule floor. Once it was open the vital 
inches required for her to squeeze 


through, she eased her straining. The 
lighter guttered as though a breath had 
blown from within; the flame briefly 
burned not yellow, but electric blue. She 
didn't pause to admire it, but slid into the 
promised wonderland. 

Now the flame fed—became livid— 
and for an instant its sudden brightness 
took her sight away. She pressed the cor- 
ners of her eyes to clear them, and looked 
again. 

So this was Death. There was none of 
the art or the glamour Kavanagh had 
talked of—no calm laying out of shrouded 
beauties on cool marble sheets; no elab- 
orate reliquaries nor aphorisms on the 
nature of human frailty: not even names 
and dates. In most cases, the corpses 
jacked even coffins. 

The crypt was a charnel house. Bodies 
had been thrown in heaps on every side; 
entire families pressed into niches that 
were designed to hold a single casket; 
dozens more left where hasty and care- 
less hands had tossed them. The scene— 
hough absolutely still—was rife with 
panic. It was there in the faces that stared 
from the piles of the dead: mouths wide 
in silent protest, sockets in which eyes 
had withered gaping in shock at such 
treatment. It was there, too, in the way the 
system of burial had degenerated from 
the ordered arrangement of caskets at 
the far end of the crypt to the haphazard 
piling of crudely made coffins, their wood 
unplaned, their lids unmarked but for a 
scrawled cross, and thence—finally—to 
this hurried heaping of unhoused car- 
casses, all concern for dignity, perhaps 
even for the rites of passage, forgotten in 
the rising hysteria. 

There had been a disaster, of that she 
could have no doubt: a sudden influx of 
bodies—men, women, children (there 
was a baby at her feet who could not 
have lived a day)—who had died in such 
escalating numbers that there was not 
even time to close their eyelids before 
they were shunted away into this pit. 

The sealing of the crypt, closing it off 
from the decaying air, had kept the oc- 
cupants intact. Now, with the violation of 
this secret chamber, the heat of decay 
had been rekindled, and the tissues were 
deteriorating afresh. Everywhere she saw 
rot at work, making sores and suppura- 
tions, blisters and pustules. She raised 
the flame to see better, though the stench 
of spoilage was beginning to crowd upon 
her and make her dizzy. Everywhere her 
eyes traveled she seemed to alight upon 
some pitiful sight. Two children laid to- 
gether as if sleeping in each other's arms; 
a woman whose last act, it appeared, had 
been to paint her sickened face so as to 
die more fit for the marriage bed than the 
grave. 

She could not help but stare, though 
her fascination cheated them of privacy. 
There was so much to see and remem- 
ber. She could never be the same, could 
she, having viewed these scenes? One 
corpse—lying half-hidden between an- 
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other—drew her particular attention: a 
woman whose long chestnut-colored hair 
flowed from her scalp so copiously Elaine 
envied it. She moved closer to get a bet- 
ter look, and then, putting the last of her 
squeamishness to flight, took hold of the 
body thrown across the woman, and 
hauled it away. The flesh of the corpse 
was greasy to the touch and left her fin- 
gers stained, but she was not distressed. 
The uncovered corpse lay with her legs 
wide, but the constant weight of her com- 
panion had bent them into an impossible 
configuration. The wound that killed her 
had bloodied her thighs, and glued her 
skirt to her abdomen and groin. Had she 
miscarried, Elaine wondered, or had 
some disease devoured her there? She 
stared and stared, bending close to study 
the faraway look on the woman's rotted 
face. Such a place to lie, she thought, 
with your blood still shaming you.. She 
would tell Kavanagh, when next she saw 
him, how wrong he had been with his 
sentimental tales of calm beneath the sod. 

She had seen enough; more than 
enough. She wiped her hands upon her 
coat and made her way back. 


When she laid her head down to sleep 
that night, and realized that she was nei- 
ther trembling nor nauseous, she felt 
strong. What was there to fear in all the 
world if the spectacle of mortality she had 
just witnessed could be borne so readi- 
ly? Sheslept deeply and woke refreshed. 

She went back to work that morning, 
apologizing to Chimes for her behavior 
of the previous day and reassuring him 
that she was now feeling happier than 
she'd felt in months. By Thursday it was 
as though the tears of earlier in the week 
had never been shed. People told her 
how well she was locking. It was true; her 
mirror confirmed the rumors. Her eyes 
shone, her skin shone. She was a picture 
of vitality. 

On Thursday afternoon she was sitting 
at her desk when one of the secretaries 
appeared from the corridor and began 
to babble. Somebody went to the wom- 
an's aid; through the sobs it was appar- 
ent she was talking about Bernice, a 
woman Elaine knew well enough to ex- 
change smiles with, but no better. There 
had been an accident, it seemed; the 
woman was talking about blood on the 
floor. 

"She was just standing there, and sud- 
denly she started to shake. | thought she 
was having a fit. Blood started to come 
from her nose. Then from her mouth. 
Pouring out." 

"There's nothing to see," Chimes in- 
sisted in front of the women's lavatories. 
"Please keep back." But he was sub- 
stantially ignored. Blankets were being 
brought to wrap around the woman, and 
as soon as the toilet door was opened 
again the sightseers pressed forward. 
Elaine caught sight of a form moving 
about on the toilet floor as if convulsed 
by cramps; she had no wish to see any 
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more. Leaving the others to throng the 
corridor, talking loudly of Bernice as if she 
were already dead, Elaine returned to her 
desk. She had so much to do: so many 
wasted, grieving days to catch up on. An 
apt phrase flitted into her head. Redeem 
the time. She wrote the three words on 
the notebook as a reminder. Where did 
they come from? She couldn't recall. It 
didn't matter. Sometimes there was wis- 
dom in forgetting. 


The following day brought unhappy news. 
Bernice had died in the early hours of 
Friday morning, without ever regaining 
consciousness. The cause of death was 
as yet unverified. 

Two girls went sick that morning, and 
at lunchtime it seemed that Elaine was 
the only member of staff with an appetite. 
She compensated for the lack in her col- 
leagues, however. She had a fierce hun- 
ger in her; her body almost seemed to 
ache for sustenance. It was a good feel- 
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as if convulsed by 
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to see any more. 
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ing, after so many months of lassitude. 
When she looked around at the worn 
faces at the table, she felt utterly apart 
from them: from their tittle-tattle and their 
trivial opinions, from the way their talk cir- 
cled on the suddenness of Bernice's 
death, as though they had not given the 
subject a moment's thought in years and 
were amazed that their neglect had not 
rendered it extinct. 

Elaine knew better. She had come close 
to death so often in the recent past: dur- 
ing the months leading up to her hyster- 
ectomy, when the-tumors had suddenly 
doubled in size as though sensing that 
they were plotted against; on the oper- 
ating table, when twice the surgeons 
thought they'd lost her; and most re- 
cently, in the crypt, face-to-face with those 
gawping carcasses. Death was every- 
where. That they should be so startled 
by its entrance into their charmless circle 
struck her as almost comical. She ate 
lustily and let them talk in whispers. 


A small party was being thrown by sev- 
eral of her friends to celebrate her return 
to health. They gathered at Reuben's 
house—Elaine, Hermione, Sam and Nell- 


wyn, Josh and Sonja. It was a good night, 
a chance to pick up on how mutual friends 
were faring, how statuses and ambitions 
were on the change. Everyone got drunk 
very quickly; tongues already loosened 
by familiarity became progressively 
looser. 

About half past midnight, when the 
room had settled into a number of quiet 
exchanges, Hermione mentioned the 
yachtsman: "Sam and | were just saying 
how strange it all was—" 

"| saw him on the news," Elaine said. 

"Sad story, isn't it?" Sam commented. 
"The way it happened” 

"Why sad?" 

"Him saying that, about Death being 
on the boat with him—" 

"—and then dying," Hermione said. 

"Dying?" said Elaine. "When was this?" 

"He was killed," Sam said. "They were 
taking him to the airport to fly him home, 
and there was an accident. He was killed 
just like that." He snapped his middle fin- 
ger and thumb. "Out like a light." 

"So sad,” said Hermione. 

She glanced at Elaine, and a frown 
crept across her face. The look baffled 
Elaine until—with that same shock of rec- 
ognition she'd felt in Chimes's office, dis- 
covering her tears—she realized that she 
was smiling. 


So the sailor was dead. 

When the party broke up in the early 
hours of Saturday morning—when the 
embraces and the kisses were over and 
she was home again—she thought over 
the Maybury interview she’d heard, sum- 
moning a face scorched by the sun and 
eyes peeled by the wastes he'd almost 
been lost to, thinking of his mixture of de- 
tachment and faint embarrassment as 
he'd told the tale of his stowaway. And, of 
course, those final words of his, when 
pressed to identify the stranger: 

“Death, | suppose,” he'd said. 

He'd been right. 


She woke up late on Saturday morning, 
without the anticipated hangover. It was 
time she found herself something to eat. 
She had that familiar fierce hunger upon 
her. The fridge was practically empty. She 
would have to go out and stock up for the 
weekend. 

She purchased twice as much food for 
the weekend as she would normally have 
done in a full week. By the time she 
reached the house she was almost shak- 
ing with the anticipation of sustenance. 
As she put the bags down on the front 
step and fumbled for her keys, she heard 


`a car door slam behind her. 


Elaine?” 

It was Hermione, looking blotchy and 
stale. 
"Are you feeling all right?" Elaine asked. 

"The point is, are you?" Hermione 
wanted to know. 

"Yes, I'm fine. Why shouldn't | be?" 

Hermione returned a harried look. 
“Sonja's gone down with some kind of 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 168 
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PINK FL 


BY TIMOTHY WHITE 


"|s there anything more sad and 
unjust than a fake?" frets radically 
flustered British rock legend 
Roger Waters, seated in his Spar- 
tan loft offices in London. His fer- 
vid question fairly scars the after- 
noon air with its savagery. "Can 
you imagine the disappointment 
in learning you'd spent your sav- 
ings on a false Magritte or a 
fraudulent John Lennon manu- 
script? Not to mention the spirit- 
ual trust and emotion people in- 
vest in the symbolic power of any 
name.” 

Indeed, Waters allows, in many 
ancient cultures names were sa- 
cred things that could never be 
changed, transferred, or falsely 
assumed. To tamper with a name, 
much less manipulate it in the 
marketplace, was to desecrate 
the spiritual force it contained. It 
was like spitting on the soul 

"And it was the struggle against 
these kinds of attitudes," adds the 
wiry Waters, his square jaw stiff- 
ening, "that helped John Lennon 
create the sense of artistic de- 
cency that | like to call ‘the Len- 
non Instinct. " 

The fight that Waters is dis- 
cussing is closer to home than any 
cunning exploitation of the far- 
flung Beatles legacy, but the 
stakes are still plenty high. In- 
deed, one of the biggest and most 
bitter battles in the annals of the 
billion-dollar rock business con- 
cerns the much-coveted legal 
custody of a quirky musical 
trademark: Pink Floyd. 

In the beginning were the 
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words, and the words were the 
Pink Floyd Sound. Derived from 
the first names of two obscure 
Georgia bluesmen (Pink Ander- 
son and Floyd Council), the term 
was applied in 1965 to a certain 
experimental British rock band; 
and over the course of two dec- 
ades it has become synonymous 
with a magnetic, edgy music in 
which its pervasive chilling mood 
is the star. 

The man at the center of the 
ugly contest for control of this po- 
tent rock presence is songwriter 
Roger Waters, a lyricist extraor- 
dinaire whose spiky meditations 
on death, madness, and apoca- 
lypse were pivotal in leading an 
obscure British psychedelic 
group to the pinnacle of com- 
mercial preeminence in progres- 
sive rock. In particular, Waters 
wrote all the words and the better 
part of the music for Pink Floyd's 
1973 album, The Dark Side of the 
Moon. One of the most success- 
ful records of all time, the hyp- 
notic Dark Side has lingered for 
a staggering 725 weeks on Bill- 
board's pop charts; yet its spooky 
cover image of a prismatic pyra- 
mid is the closest its faceless cre- 
ators have ever come to iconlike 
stardom. 

Waters's legendarily fertile 
imagination yielded another phe- 
nomenal blockbuster in 1979, the 
epic autobiographical ode to 
postwar alienation, The Wall—and 
under his leadership the band 
would ultimately move more than 
55 million albums. But the focus 
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of fans' adulation remained the anony- 
mous banner of "Pink Floyd." 

The Floyd broke up in 1983—notwith- 
standing all flamboyant appearances to 
the contrary—and now Waters and long- 
time Floyd lead guitarist-vocalist Dave 
Gilmour are locked in a fight over rights 
to the name. Waters wants "the reigning 
trade-emblem of rock" to be perma- 
nently retired, pleading, "Let's be fair to 
our public, for pity's sake, and admit the 
group disintegrated long ago!" 

Gilmour vehemently rejects such no- 
tions, raging, “I've been working on my 
career with Pink Floyd for 20 years—since 
1968. I'm 44 now, too old to start all over 
again at this stage of my career, and I 
don't see any reason why | should. Pink 
Floyd is not some sacred or hallowed 
thing that never made bad or boring rec- 
ords in the past. And I'm not destroying 
anything by trying to carry on!" 

Actually, these pitched acrimonies 
evolved out of a 1985 management rift, 
in which Waters ended. his representa- 
tion by veteran Floyd manager Steve 
O'Rourke. Their falling-out was over con- 
tractual agreements for future Floyd out- 
put—a matter Waters deemed moot since 
the band was, to his mind, defunct. When 
O'Rourke bridled, calling his termination 
by Waters a violation of his own formal 
agreements with, and responsibilities to- 
ward, the entity known as Pink Floyd, 
Roger sought support from former band 
members Gilmour and drummer Nick 
Mason. (Roger even rashly proposed to 
cede the band's rights to Pink Floyd 
if? they'd close ranks against 
O'Rourke's claims; neither Gilmour or 
Mason accepted Waters's never-to-be- 
repeated offer.) 

As Waters tells it, when he calmed down 
and took the long view on both the deep- 
ening breach with O'Rourke and his es- 
trangement from Gilmour, Mason, and 
Floyd orphan Rick Wright (who Roger 
says was fired by mutual consent of the 
rest in 1980), he decided the sanest 
course of action was a writ to nullify the 
name Pink Floyd. 

In 1986, on Halloween, Roger Waters 
filed suit in London against Gilmour and 
Mason. Last year, the dispute spilled out 
of the offices of the principals' attorneys 
and onto the world's concert stages. 
Roger Waters mounted a massive tour in 
support of Radio K.A.O.S., his second 
solo LP. while Gilmour, Mason, and Wright 
performed the A Momentary Lapse of 
Reason LP under the Pink Floyd flag. 

Walers's record drew wildly mixed re- 
views and sold modestly; yet his much- 
praised K.A.O.S. concert pageant, while 
pitted against the rising tide of pseudo- 
Floyd promotion, slowly prospered to 
where Waters could sell out solo shows 
in England's gigantic Wembley Arena on 
two consecutive nights. Meanwhile, the 
product of Gilmour's Floyd facsimile drew 
similarly mixed notices but triumphed in 
record stores, sparking a hefty three mil- 
lion purchases in the U.S. alone; and the 
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lasers- and props-packed Lapse of Rea- 
son dates proved a steady sellout inter- 
nationally. 

On both tours, crowds were treated to 
the bountifully foreboding sweep of the 
Pink Floyd aesthetic. Hits and FM favor- 
ites like "Welcome to the Machine," 
“Money,” and "Another Brick in the Wall” 
were lavished on all comers—but it was 
only during the Radio K.A.O.S. concerts 
that noted Los Angeles deejay Jim Ladd 
(performing as the voice of the mythical 
KAOS station) deigned to declare, "Words 
and music by Roger Waters!" 

While Waters's authorship of the best 
of the Pink Floyd repertoire was plain from 
the start, it was opponent Dave Gilmour 
who won the crucial first round at the box 
office. While savoring the bounty from A 
Momentary Lapse of Reason, Dave per- 
mitted himself a bit of boasting last No- 
vember in the pages of Rolling Stone: "We 
never sat down at any point during this 
record and said, 'It doesn't sound Floyd 
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enough. Make this more Floyd.' We just 
worked on the songs until they sounded 
right. When they sounded great and right, 
that's when it became Pink Floyd” 

Roger Waters read that "arrogant so- 
liloquy" down in Nassau's Compass Point 
Studios last spring while at work with Paul 
“Don't Shed a Tear" Carrack and the 
Bleeding Heart Band on the then untitled 
follow-up to Radio K.A.O.S. 

For Roger, Gilmour's assertion was the 
last straw. "That's an outrightlie; absolute 
and barefaced," he seethed, slamming 
the magazine down, "and someday the 
world will know the depth of this entire 
hoax!" 

Waters saw Gilmour's quote in Rolling 
Stone as the rock equivalent of the con- 
tragate crew and their droll demurrals 
concerning official misconduct, despite 


adamning paper trail to the contrary. The 


Gilmour statement emboldened Waters 
to come forth for the first time with details 
of what he sees as the behind-the-scenes 
disloyalties and double-dealings that 
gave rise to A Momentary Lapse of Rea- 
son. "| must say," Waters quips, "that un- 
der the circumstances, it's a superb title 
for a so-called Pink Floyd record” 


Granted, anyone can say anything in 
the press to justify his position to Pink 
Floyd's legion of rabid fans. However, the 
intrigues that emerge from six months of 
independent inquiry into this epic test of 
rock 'n' roll wills differ shockingly from all 
previous accounts. 

What emerges is a saga of greed, cyn- 
icism, and misrepresentation in the mod- 
ern music business. Over the last 20 
years, rock has grown from the simple 
expression of a spirited singer and his 
song into a gigantic entertainment jug- 
gernaut in which even the most splendid 
displays of "talent" and "vision" can be 
of synthetic origin. Thanks to the convo- 
lutions of current recording technology, 
a musician needn't play, a band needn't 
assemble, an artistic bond needn't exist. 
A songwriter-producer can adopt the fo- 
cused traits of an assembly-line foreman 
as he brings the illusion of a supergroup 
andits latest album into being. This is the 
story of a massive controversy, centered 
onthe marketing of two seemingly foolish 
words: Pink Floyd. 


"You learn nothing from a lie," says Roger 
Waters, stretched out in the Billiard Room, 
a home studio that has supplanted the 
game room of his spacious house in 
Barnes, West London. It's been a trou- 
bled six months since our initial Pink 
Floyd-related talk, and the sinewy Waters 
looks distinctly world-weary. "Even as you 
discover a deliberate untruth, it always 
only confirms what you already knew but 
refused to face." 

This blunt observation is at the core of 
Roger Waters's outlook as a composer, 
since unsentimental confrontations with 
delusion form the fundamental themes of 
his work. Like many old-guard rock prac- 
titioners, Waters values the unconditional 
openness of the best rock as a public 
expression of a personal truth. Naysay- 
ersclaim that rock no longer requires any 
creed or substance beyond the brazen 
announcement of itself. 

“In Aldous Huxley's book Brave New 
World," mulls Waters, nursing a cup of 
strong tea, "he warned about every hu- 
man being conditioned to accept his lot 
sothatthe bosses arrive at a nice smooth 
situation where nobody questions any- 
thing and everything is supposedly 'taken 
care of.' This is the deluded scenario ! 
put forth in Radio K.A.O.S.—which was 
my doomsday-bound vision of a 'soap- 
operatic republic' in which nobody gives 
a shit if, for instance, Oliver North did the 
right thing or was wrong, or what effect 
it had on anything else. All that many 
viewers still care about concerning the 
indicted Mr. North is whether he gave a 
good, solid John Wayne television per- 
formance. And because North's airtime 
suddenly became entwined with the 
American networks' sickening concept of 
what constitutes great television, it was 
literally excused! 

"What it comes down to for me is: Will 
the technologies of communication and 
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culture—and especially popular music, 
which is a vast and beloved enterprise— 
help us to understand one another better, 
or will they deceive us and keep us apart? 
While there's still time, we all have to an- 
swer for ourselves. But neither Huxley nor 
Meese nor Ollie North could have pre- 
pared me for the creative, technological, 
and moral issues I'm facing with the Pink 
Floyd sham—a grand display that's also 
being excused in public because it 
makes for great arena rock. 

"Naturally" he chuckles, showing. a 
handsome, seldom seen grin that merits 
more exposure, "all of this solemn con- 
templation is turning up in my music. Ra- 
dio K.A.O.S. was hopefully universal in its 
pained concern, but my new album's 
themes involve anguish in my very own 
backyard." 

Indeed, one day last winter, as the per- 
sonnel calling themselves Pink Floyd were 
moving across the map from San Diego 
to Sydney in fierce pursuit of ticket sales, 
a pensive Roger Waters went to the Bil- 
liard Room and began writing stanzas for 
what became a song for his new album: 


We watched the tragedy unfold 
We did as we were told 

We bought and sold 

It was the greatest show on earth 
But then it was over 


We oohed and aahed 

We arove our racing cars 

We ate our last jars of caviar 

And somewhere out there in the stars 

A keen-eyed lookout spied a flickering 
star 

Our last hurrah 

(©1988 Roger Waters. All rights 

reserved) 


Waters gradually realized the two 
verses were a requiem for the fragile in- 
tegrity of the Pink Floyd reign. And yes, 
tens of thousands of spectators were at 
that moment crowding arenas to hear a 
band calling itself Pink Floyd. Yet the most 
devout fans surely were aware that the 
whole presentation could not be further 
in fact or intent from the aims of the ideal- 
istic school chums who forged the Pink 
Floyd Sound. 

When a title for his bittersweet new 
song eventually occurred to Roger 
Waters, it also seemed an apt name for 
both his latest solo album and the tragic 
creative destiny that it summarized. "I 
didn't know what else to call it," he shrugs, 
"but Amused to Death." 


Among ultra-hard-core Pink Floyd zeal- 
ots, the period of mourning for the band 
commenced way back in 1968, when an- 
other Roger—Roger Keith "Syd" Bar- 
rett—was booted from the psychedelic 
act he'd named. A fellow student of 
Waters's at Cambridge High School for 
Boys, Syd Barrett was invited by Roger 
in late 1965 to join a combo he'd formed 
with two other architecture majors (Nick 
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Mason, Rick Wright) at London's Regent 
Street Polytechnic. Spewing barrages of 
feedback-cum-Chuck Berry chords 
during Sunday-afternoon "Spontaneous 
Underground" sessions at the fabled 
Marquee Club, Pink Floyd quickly be- 
came the vanguard experimental outfit 
on the London underground scene. 

Unfortunately, young Syd too quickly 
became high-priest-without-portfolio of 
a surreal strain of hallucinogen-fueled- 
rock songcraft, whose halcyon era was 
as hazy as his own cerebrum. While still 
sufficiently grounded in January of 1967 
to author Pink Floyd's first British hit, "Ar- 
nold Layne,” Barrett soon tired of the rig- 
ors of reality. He was halfway to the 
laughing house when The Piper at the 
Gates of Dawn, the debut Floyd LP 
emerged from Abbey Road Studios in 
August 1967. 

Cambridge High School alumnus Dave 
Gilmour, fresh from gigs as a male model 
in France, was brought on board in Feb- 


Ф 


"That's an outright lie," 
seethed Roger 
Waters, slamming the 
magazine down. 
"And someday the world 
will know the 
depth of this entire hoax!" 


° 


ruary 1968, to serve as backup guitarist 
and vocalist for the dangerously balmy 
Barrett, When too many visits to the pop- 
star pharmacy paved the way for Syd's 
inevitable on-tour mental collapse, Gil- 
mour got the nod as new guitar hero. 
Waters, Gilmour, and Rick Wright went on 
to assist Barrett in two loopy solo LPs 
(The Madcap Laughs; Barrett), and then 
Syd retired to his mum's house to pre- 
serve his premier rank as acid-fried rock 
savant. 

With Gilmour the appointed front man, 
Waters gripped Floyd's artistic reins and 
steered them into years of exotic pro- 
gressive-rock reveries. The electronics- 
drenched albums had titles like A Sau- 
cerful of Secrets; Ummagumma; Atom 
Heart Mother; Meddle. And the spacey 
songs followed suit: "Set the Controls for 
the Heart of the Sun," "Astronome Domi- 
ne." The band also provided sound-track 
scores for a few of the more outré late 
sixties-early seventies art movies, no- 
tably More and Michelangelo Antonioni's 
daffily desolate Zabriskie Point (1970), in 
which the Floyd song "Careful With That 
Axe, Eugene" soared over the closing 
sequence of desert explosions. 


The Pink Floyd stage productions of 
the era were the forerunners of the mod- 
ern rock extravaganza, featuring elabo- 
rate special effects and one of rock's in- 
augural light shows, plus protracted 
instrumental suites served up via a re- 
markable 360-degree sound system 
called the Azimuth Coordinator. At one 
U.K. concert, a 50-foot inflatable octopus 
rose from an adjacent pond during a cli- 
mactic number, the Floyd playing so 
loudly the decibel level actually deci- 
mated the real aquatic life in the water. 

For all its bizarre overkill, the Floyd had 
no impact on the American market until 
1972's relatively subdued Obscured by 
Clouds was embraced by FM radio. From 
there it was a short step to a commercial 
blast-off courtesy The Dark Side of the 
Moon, with its immaculate instrumenta- 
tion, ominous phonic mumbles, and jar- 
ring sound effects (ticking clocks, ring- 
ing cash registers). Each band member 
contributed something to the mix of Dark 
Side, but lyrically, musically, and concep- 
tually it was Roger Waters's coming-out 
party. While the rest of the group basked 
in the glow of their abrupt mass accep- 
tance, Waters busily exorcised his in- 
grained demons, expounding through- 
out Wish You Were Here (1975, dedicated 
to Syd Barrett), Animals (1977), The Wall 
(1979), and The Final Cut (1983), on 
gloomy human themes rooted in grief for 
his airman father's World War II death. 

“My father was a schoolteacher before 
the war," Waters explains evenly. “He 
taught physical education and religious 
instruction, strangely enough. He was a 
deeply committed Christian who was 
killed when | was three months old. A 
wrenching waste. | concede that awful 
loss has colored much of my writing and 
my worldview.” 

It has also shaped Waters's intense 
sense of protectiveness toward Pink 
Floyd's recording heritage, since it en- 
compasses major developmental horrors 
in his life—whether they involved coping 
with the death of the dad he never knew, 
or witnessing the psychic dissolution of 
adolescent companion Syd Barrett. 

"Syd and | went through our most for- 
mative teen years together," Waters shyly 
admits, "riding on my motorbike, getting 
drunk, doing a little dope, flirting with girls, 
all that basic stuff. | still consider Syd a 
great primary inspiration; there was a 
wonderful human tenderness to all his 
unique musical flights." 

From his alternately slack and hyper- 
tense body language to the crackling 
clarity of his discourse, Roger Waters, 44, 
is the epitome of the overly bright man 
for whom intellect, self-awareness, and 
social conscience are a decidedly mixed 
blessing. The hardness of his chiseled 
visage and flinty gaze are leavened, 
however, by the disarming vulnerability 
of his nature. 

"There's something to be said for di- 
sastrous business miscalculation and 
failure in the marketplace," he says with 


ahapless chuckle. “They send you back 
home to ponder your value systems, and 
at the sarne time they reward you with a 
new freedom to follow your creative heart 
without worrying about commercial tyr- 
annies. 

“I've also discovered that the law is not 
interested in moral issues so much as the 
cold factors of ownership, treating the 
name Pink Floyd as if it were McDonald's 
or Boeing! On a personal level, | have 
nothing against Dave Gilmour furthering 
his own goals. It's just the idea of Dave's 
solo career masquerading as Pink Floyd 
that offends me!" 

Gilmour is the polar opposite of his ad- 
versary in both appearance and opinion. 
Round-faced, smiling, with a teddy-bear 
torso, he projects amicability and ap- 
proachability—until his darting eyes 
sense weakness in their vicinity. At which 
point, the smile turns to a fixed leer and 
a fabled sarcasm spills forth. 

"| don't share Roger's sense of angst 
about music and the world," he banters 
scornfully, speaking at dusk in a Provi- 
dence, Rhode Island, hotel room shortly 
before another concert stand. "If | did, 
maybe we would have come to an agree- 
ment on our dispute. While Roger's acted 
dumbly and isolated himself, I've discov- 
ered new strength with the extra work load 
I've had to put on myself in this last year. 
But like him, | did several solo LPs myself 
and made no demands on anyone when 
I did. Granted, | did less work with Pink 
Floyd back in the old days, but that was 
something Roger was forcing. And now," 
Gilmour adds with glee, "the poor chap 
has lost his whip hand!" 


Perhaps. But David Gilmour is singing a 
vastly different tune than he did back 
when his solo future seemed brighter. 

"Roger comes up with the concepts— 
he's the preacher of the group and 
spends more time home writing with Pink 
Floyd in mind," a breezy Gilmour told 
Rolling Stone in 1978, as his David Gil- 
mour album was being issued. "We get 
along fine. | know what | give to our sound, 
and he knows it, too. It's not a question 
of him forcing his ideas on us. | get my 
ideas across as much as | want to. They 
would use more of my music if | wrote it." 

Gilmour took an aggressive stab at 
writing his own music for his David Gil- 
mour and 1984 About Face collections, 
but it appears that only Pink Floyd cultists 
bought them. It was after his second solo 
album that he began to press the Pink 
ploy. 

"From there, the story takes a sordid 
turn," says Waters, “and after long thought 
on this mess and the mountain of false- 
hoods that this scheming bunch has cre- 
ated, I'm now going to divulge the cold, 
hard, indisputable facts. Please do feel 
free to go back to any of the parties men- 
tioned about their side of the story. | think 
you'll stop them dead in their sneaky 
tracks." 

The first bombshell Waters drops is that 


Bob Ezrin, who served as coproducer on 
The Wall as well as A Momentary Lapse 
of Reason, was originally supposed to 
produce Radio K.A.O.S. 

“That’s right,” Waters says with a grim 
nod. "We met in New York City in Feb- 
ruary of 1986. This was after Gilmour had 
been spouting for a year about how wise 
it would be to get Pink Floyd back to- 
gether in any passable form—with me al- 
ways refusing that scam. 

“So | see Ezrin for a two-day meeting 
and give him cassettes of the К.А.О.5. 
material I'm working on. He said he was 
interested in doing the record. We shook 
on the K. A.O.S. agreement, and we 
agreed to start work in England on April 
16 of 1986." 

Come early April, Waters found it im- 
possible to contact Bob Ezrin. 

"| couldn't reach him," says Waters. 
"Then, exactly ten days before my first 
scheduled K.A.0.S. session in England, 
| manage to catch him at home in the wee 
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hours of morning. He picks up the phone, 
is startled to find it's me on the other end, 
and he blurts out, 'My wife says she'll di- 
vorce me if | go to work in England!’ | was 
stunned. | said, 'Couldn't you have told 
me that three months ago?’ 

“I'm in a state of shock, and the minute 
put the phone down after the conver- 
sation, my wife Carolyn says to me, ‘I'll 
bet he's going to do that pseudo-Pink 
Floyd record David wants.’ All | could re- 
ply was, ‘| can't believe he'd do that.’ 

"| discovered exactly one week later," 
Waters says, "that he had indeed been 
hired to do a Pink Floyd record” 

After having Waters's detailed accu- 
sations read to him, Bob Ezrin replies, “| 
was in Los Angeles in the midst of a Rod 
Stewart album when Roger called from 
London in February of '86, and | set two 
days aside at Roger's insistence and we 
met each other halfway, both of us flying 
to New York to talk about K.A.O.S. At the 
time | met with Roger, | said | wanted to 
do the album, but | had an instinctive 
sense that he was being too rigid and 
intense in his attitudes about the project. 
And believe me, | know how rigid Roger 
can get from doing The Wall with him. 


“See, Roger was completely inflexible 
about when and where he wanted to do 
K.A.0.S. | have five kids, and he was 
wanting to move my whole family to En- 
gland for a minimum of three months. My 
wife was against it because she felt it 
would disrupt our childrens’ school 
schedule. And so after | thought it 
through, | exercised my right as a poten- 
tial employee of Roger's to decline. 

“It was a full month afterward,” Ezrin 
proclaims, “that | was approached by 
Dave Gilmour about producing a Pink 
Floyd project. | hadn't been in touch with 
Dave since producing his About Face 
solo album.” 

So why, after rejecting a three-month 
Waters-related stay in England for the 
good of his family, did Ezrin wind up 
spending almost seven months in Lon- 
don recording A Momentary Lapse of 
Reason with Gilmour? 

There, a long pause. “Dave didn't de- 
mand things like Roger did,” Ezrin finally 
replies. "While Roger was thinking only 
of his family's schedule, Dave was willing 
to work out a more flexible calendar plan 
that would accommodate the school 
schedules of both our sets of kids. Also, 
Dave flew to L.A. to hang out and play 
his work tapes—rather than insisting | go 
to him." 

Ezrin's disclaimers sound peculiarly 
prissy coming from an itinerant veteran 
whose studio dance card has regularly 
included heavy-metal hell-raisers like Al- 
ice Cooper and Kiss. However, giving him 
the benefit of the doubt, we move on to 
the artistic integrity of Lapse of Reason. 
Roger Waters's outspoken ire, you'll re- 
call, was triggered by Gilmour's asser- 
tion to Rolling Stone that "we never sat 
down at any point during this record and 
said, ‘It doesn't sound Floyd enough. 
Make this more Floyd: " 

On the contrary, according to Waters, 
it was Bob Ezrin who rang just such an 
alarm at the halfway mark in the Lapse 
sessions. 

"After four to five months of constant 
work with Gilmour and company," says 
Roger, "Bob spoke to Michael Kamen, 
who did orchestral arrangements on The 
Wall and also coproduced my first solo 
album, The Pros and Cons of Hitchhik- 
ing. Bob told him the tracks were 'an ab- 
solute disaster, with no words, no heart, 
no continuity.' " Michael Kamen, who had 
declined involvement at the start of the 
project, confirms Waters's account of the 
conversation with Ezrin. 

"Ezrin was so depressed," says Waters, 
"he took a cassette copy of the tapes 
home to his house in Encino, where his 
teenage son Josh discovered it and 
played it with his friend. Both of the kids 
got angry, and Josh told Ezrin, 'Dad, it's 
not Pink Floyd!" 

"What happened next," says Waters, 
gathering steam, "was that Bob Ezrin, 
David Gilmour, and CBS Records exec- 
utive Stephen Ralbovsky had a confiden- 
tial lunch meeting at Langar's Brasserie, 
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phasis on arms, rather than talk, as the 
way to peace; most of all, the frustration 
of living as a refugee for 20 years in the 
West Bank or for 40 years in Gaza. 

The lack of professional riot-control 
training for Israeli combat troops, whether 
in the regular Army or the reserves, made 
it an on-the-job training experience that 
resulted in what the Israelis called “irreg- 
ularities." The most famous irregularity: 
the burying alive of four Palestinians by 
three Israeli soldiers who went to jail for 
their action. Later, at least one of the four 
Palestinians was arrested for stone 
throwing. 

Prime Minister Yitzhak Shamir practi- 
cally embodies the phrase “one man's 
terrorist is another man's freedom fighter." 
He says the Intifadeh "is another war by 
the Arabs to wipe Israel off the face of 
the earth." When he says that during the 
same week as Holocaust Day, he means 
that Arafat could be Haman of the Purim 
story, as well as Hitler himself; that Abu 
Jihad was another Goebbels or Eich- 
mann; and yes, that John "Ivan the Ter- 
rible" Demjanjuk is on his mind. 

The Palestinians make their own rhe- 
torical lunge at legend: "The Israeli tear 
gas is poisonous. It makes men impo- 
tent; it causes miscarriages. Islam is the 


answer, the PL.O. is a democracy. All we 
want is our own state." And when pressed, 
these ten-year-olds and 20-year-olds ad- 
mit honestly, "Yes, Tel Aviv is ours; Haifa 
is ours." 

How, then, can you blame the Israelis, 
who hear comparisons made between the 
Balata refugee camp and the Warsaw 
ghetto, and then find itimpossible to take 
anything except the Palestinian death 
threat seriously? And how can you blame 
the teenagers, who are able to eee and 
touch and feel the luxuries of democracy 
and secularism, liberalism, and wealth, 
but must move invisibly through that Tel 
Aviv or Jerusalem world even while be- 
lieving it is rightfully theirs? 


As of March 31, there were 111 Palestin- 
ians killed, and the death toll is rising, 
which makes for an almost perfect av- 
erage of one Palestinian death a day since 
the events began on December 9, 1987. 
By the end of March, there were 980 Pal- 
estinians wounded in 6,840 separately 
recorded incidents of conflict between 
rioters and soldiers in the territories; 469 
Molotov cocktails had been thrown; ten 
hand grenades and 16 bombs had ex- 
ploded; there were nine separate inci- 
dents of Palestinians using rifles or pis- 
tols, plus 17 knifings and 113 incidents of 
arson. Two Israelis had been killed and 
365 others— mostly soldiers in the street 
fighting—had been wounded. 
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According to the Israeli Defense Min- 
istry, some 4,800 Palestinians were un- 
der arrest, including 1,700 in administra- 
tive detention—held in jail without being 
charged with any crime—under British 
mandate emergency regulations. 


"Think about a soldier,” says Nehemia 
Dagan, the Israeli general who heads the 
Israeli Defense Forces (1.D.F) Education 
Department and who worries about "the 
purity of the sword." "Think about a sol- 
dier, who instead of working on a tank, 
the job he has trained to do, has to go to 
Gaza or Nablus. He stands there, baton 
in hand, getting a stone in the face, on 
the head. 

"The government says that it wants 
quiet in the territories. The Army could 
go in, and in three days make quiet. It 
could wipe out three villages, kill hun- 
dreds, and there would be quiet. The 
Egyptians killed 23 people in ten minutes 
in Rafiah, four months ago, and there was 
quiet in Rafiah. 

“But the I.D.F. won't do that, because 
such an action would create tremendous 
and uncompromising opposition, inside 
and outside Israel—opposition that no 
peace process could survive." 


Israelis are due to go to the polls in early 
November. There are few signs that those 
who would offer the Arabs compromise 
will be victorious. Meanwhile, the Israeli 
general staff has made it clear that the 
financial costs of the Intifadeh are to be 
calculated for the 62 days that Israeli re- 
servists will be called upon in the coming 
year to walk baton in hand through the 
towns and villages and refugee camps. 
Ordinarily, Israeli reservists up to the age 
of 55 serve a maximum of 30 days a year. 

The Palestinians, meanwhile, look, as 
always, to Arafat, of whom it has been 
said by many an observer, "He has never 
missed an opportunity to miss an op- 
portunity." And Arafat has realigned with 
Syria's President Hafez al-Assad, a man 
who once leveled a town called Hama, 
killing 10,000 people because of Muslim 
fundamentalist opposition to the minority 
rule of Assad's Alawite sect. 

So the game goes on in the streets of 
the West Bank and Gaza Strip, and the 
weapons and sabotage are becoming 
more sophisticated. Palestinians have 
taken to destroying hothouse agriculture 
by smashing the computer systems that 
run the drip irrigation and fertilizing pro- 
grams. Some of the Army's latest bu- 
reaucratic methods, combined with much 
more effective riot-control tactics, have 
reduced the death toll to one Palestinian 
dead every four days. 

But it takes a long time for teenagers 
to grow up, even if they believe that they 
became men when they joined the Army, 
whether that army uses rocks and fire, or 
guns and bullets as weapons. Mean- 
while, fear and rage, pride and the divine 
promise, are the weapons in the Holy 
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the famous London bistro in Hampton 
Court, in October or November of '86, 
wherein both Ezrin and Ralbovsky told 
Gilmour, “This music doesn't sound a 
fucking thing like Pink Floyd!' And ac- 
cording to what Dave told me, they had 
spent $1.2 million on it!" 

Back to Bob Ezrin. Is Roger Waters's 
account of this secret meeting correct? 

"Omigosh!" gasps Ezrin in dismay. 
Then, in a quavery tone: "How Roger 
could have known that we all had that 
meeting is remarkable to me! Okay, fair 
enough: the point of the meeting was for 
me to tell David that what he had thus far 
was not up to Pink Floyd standards. 

"Wait a minute, let me rephrase that: | 
said it was not up to our standard of a 
Pink Floyd project, and that we should 
start over again. And David was open 
and willing to do that. 

"But the fact, amazingly, that Roger has 
become a detective to learn about that 
meeting says to me that this thing has 
become ... er, it's gone too far past, 
er... . It's not about the music anymore! 
It's about the simple 'making' of the Lapse 
of Reason record—as well as the fact that 
Roger's not on it." 

Precisely. Roger Waters's most vocif- 
erous charge has always been that the 
intention on the part of Gilmour, Ezrin, et 
al., was never to create music that suc- 
ceeded on its own terms, but instead, 
from the corporate estimation on down, 
to endeavor to fake the Pink Floyd Sound. 
Right? 

Another uncomfortable pause. "Well," 
Ezrin murmurs, "I won't tell you that there 
weren't times when | didn't say to David, 
or David didn't say to me, ‘This would be 
easier if Roger were here, or ‘Roger would 
know what to до, or ‘Roger could give us 
that flavor.’ But both David and | knew 
that that would mean contending with the 
tigid, intense, obsessive, and artistic 
Roger—which we didn’t want.” 

And which Roger had closed the door 
on, anyway. 

"Er... yes. So we had no choice but 
to go our own route and start over—and 
we did." 

Which brings us to the question of ex- 
actly whose fingerprints are on (and not 
on) the version of A Momentary Lapse of 
Reason that reached the marketplace. 
Scanning the fine print on the inside of 
the expensive gatefold album jacket, one 
discovers—in addition to Gilmour, Nick 
Mason, Rick Wright, and Bob Ezrin—a 
guest list of 15 noted session musicians. 
No less than 18 more musicians and 
technical experts are acknowledged and 
thanked in the sub-fine print. And the 
songwriters tucked away on the record's 
label include, besides Gilmour and Ezrin, 
Messieurs Anthony Moore, Phil Manza- 
nera, Jon Carin, and Pat Leonard. 

This mysterious multitude is discreetly 
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substituting for an act that last consisted 
of Waters, Mason, and Wright, with Roger 
doing the overwhelming majority of the 
songwriting. Does Dave Gilmour still pre- 
sume to cali this army of hired guns and 
mercenaries Pink Floyd? 

"Listen," Gilmour fumes, "the band is 
bound to change! It must, regardless of 
the external or internal climate it faces. 
But Nick and Bob Ezrin and | ultimately 
sat down with the material and decided 
what worked and what didn't!" 

Notice there is no mention by Gilmour 
of the fourth "member" of the unfathom- 
able Pink Floyd, Rick Wright. 


“That's because Rick Wright is merely- 


on a wage on this entire Pink Floyd world 
tour,” Waters explains. "Rick has been 
burnt out since September 1979, when 
Gilmour, Ezrin, and myself unanimously 
decided to fire him. 

"Ezrin was the person to first call Rick 
during Rick's odd little vacation that fall 
to Greece—just as The Wall was being 


e 


It's as if a surviving 
Beatle—say, Paul McCartney— 
had instituted an 
employment agency for 
Beatle clones and 
dared to call the fickle 
roster the Fab Four. 


? 


completed— and said, ‘You're no longer 
pulling your weight.’ And Rick told him, 
‘Fuck off!’ It was then we all discussed 
the matter, and Gilmour said, 'Let's get 
rid of Nick Mason, too!' Eventually Rick 
did some Wall shows, but he only re- 
ceived a wage, and then in 1980 we fired 
him for good" (Gilmour corroborated 
these charges of Wright's failings and 
“severance” arrangement іп a 1984 in- 
terview, in which he said of Wright, "He 
wasn't performing in any way for us; he 
certainly wasr't doing the job he was paid 
to do. On The Wall... Rick didn't play 
many keyboards.”) 

"On August 4 of 86,” Waters says, "I 
had a meeting with Dave on the Astoria, 
his houseboal-recording studio that's 
anchored on the Thames, because we 
were still trying to settle our differences. 
Dave told me himself that he still had no 
respect for either Wright or Mason, but 
that they were useful to him. The man 
who was most useful, however, was Bob 
Ezrin, which is why Dave and Bob now 
each split three points right off the top 
from the gross retail sales of Lapse. The 
remaining 12 or so points are divided 
amongst a sea of other participants like 


Mason. As for poor Rick Wright, he's on 
a weekly salary of $11,000. | know. be- 
cause I've seen his contract with my own 
eyes. 

"At least Rick knows it's just a payday. 
Nick Mason goes around acting like Pink 
Floyd might really be a functioning tour 
band. And once again, l invite and urge 
you to go to Wright and Mason and re- 
peat all these charges." 

Unfortunately, Wright and Mason re- 
fused all requests for interviews, which 
were repeatedly tendered through both 
the press offices of CBS Records (which 
also remains Roger Waters's label) and 
those of JLM Public Relations, Waters's 
own Manhattan representative. 

If, as Waters alleges, the erstwhile per- 
sonnel of Pink Floyd merely function as 
potted phantoms and paid-off tour props, 
who can be counted on to propagate the 
Pink Floyd Ploy beyond the '88 world tour? 

"That's the most scandalous facet of 
this whole ruse," Waters rules, "because 
Gilmour has built up an entire cast of 
backstage characters that he's sought to 
enlist as sources of material for the next 
so-called Pink Floyd album. Many of them 
are leftovers from the first abortive try, 
when he and Ezrin were pulling their hair 
out in vain efforts to concoct a concept 
album. Failing that, they just established 
relationships with anybody willing to cook 
up songs that resembled something 
Pink." 

Could Waters reveal the names of any 
of these other phantom Floyds? 

"Oh, sure. One is Eric Stewart, a found- 
ing member of the original 10cc band and 
a very talented British musician and 
songwriter who's collaborated with Paul 
McCartney, for instance, on Paul's 1986 
Press to Play album. Another Iyricist David 
has waiting in the wings is Roger Mc- 
Gough, the Liverpool poet, who was a 
member of the famous experimental mid- 
sixties rock group Scaffold—which also 
had Mike McGear, McCartney's brother. 
And then there's Carole Pope, who's one 
of the finest contemporary Canadian 
songwriters. I'll give Gilmour credit: When 
he devises a fraud, he goes to first-class 
talent for assistance." 

"Yes," Eric Stewart confirms, "Dave 
Gilmour and | got together around Au- 
gust or September of 1986 to work on a 
concept that was definitely intended for 
the next Pink Floyd album. We sat around 
writing for a period of time, but we couldn't 
get the different elements and ideas to 
gel. The songwriting itself was accept- 
able in certain parts, but not as a whole; 
so the concept was eventually scrapped. 

"| don't wantto divulge the concept be- 
cause, especially knowing Dave, he may 
want to go back and revive it. It may well 
be used in the future." 

Peter Brown, former director of the 
Beatles NEMS Enterprises management 
company and present manager of Roger 
McGough, is happy to give similar con- 
firmation of his client's Pink Floyd-re- 
lated collaborations with Dave Gilmour. 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 215 


Vice President George Bush 


167 


DENN 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 156 


food poisoning, and so's Reuben. | just 
carne round to see that you were all right." 

"As | say, fine.” 

"| don't understand it." 

"What about Nellwyn and Sam?" 

"| couldn't get an answer at their place. 
ButReuben's in a bad way. They've taken 
him into the hospital for tests." 

"Do you want to come in and have a 
cup of coffee?" 

"No thanks, I've got to get back to see 
Sonja. | just didn't like to think of your 
being on your own if you'd gone down 
with it, too." 

Elaine smiled. "You're an angel," she 
said, and kissed Hermione on the cheek. 
The gesture seemed to startle the other 
woman. For some reason she stepped 
back, the kiss exchanged, staring at 
Elaine with a vague puzzlement in her 
eyes. 

"| must... | must go," she said, fixing 
her face, as though it would betray her. 

Hermione turned away and crossed the 
pavement to her car. Though she made 
acursory attempt to conceal the gesture, 
Elaine caught sight of her putting her fin- 
gers to the spot on her cheek where she 
had been kissed and scratching at it, as 
if to eradicate the contact. 


It was not the season for flies, but those 
thathad survived the recent cold buzzed 
around in the kitchen as Elaine selected 
Some bread, smoked ham, and garlic 
sausage from her purchases, and sat 
down to eat. She was ravenous. In five 
minutes or less, she had devoured the 
meats and made substantial inroads into 
the loaf, and her hunger was scarcely 
tamed. 

Time and again as the day wore on she 
found herself standing on the threshold 
of aroom, not knowing why she had come 
there; or watching the light dwindle in the 
street outside without being quite certain 
if she was the viewer or the thing viewed. 
She was happy with her company though; 
as the flies were happy. They kept buzz- 
ing attendance even though the dark fell. 

About seven in the evening she heard 
a car draw up outside, and the bell rang. 
She went to the door of her flat, but 
couldn't muster the inquisitiveness to 
open it, step out into the hallway, and ad- 
mit callers. It would be Hermione again, 
most probably, and she didn't have any 
appetite for gloomy talk. Didn't want any- 
body's company in fact, but that of the 
flies. 

She didn't know how long she sat on 
her haunches beside the door, but when 
she stood up again her lower limbs were 
entirely numb, and she was hungry. She 
ate voraciously, more or less finishing off 
all the purchases of that morning. The 
flies seemed to have procreated in the 
intervening hours; they crawled on the 
table and picked at her slops. She let 
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them eat. They too had their lives to live. 

Finally she decided to take some air. 
No sooner had she stepped out of her 
flat, however, than the landlord was at the 
top of the stairs and calling down to her. 

"There were policemen here," he an- 
nounced before he had even reached the 
bottom step. "They were looking for you." 

"Oh," she said. "Did they say what they 
wanted?" 

"To talk to you. Urgently. Two of your 
friends—" 

"What about them?" 

"They died," he said. "This afternoon. 
They have some kind of disease." 

He had a sheet of notepaper in his 
hand. This he now passed over to her, 
relinquishing his hold an instant before 
she took it. 

"They left that number for you to call," 
he said. "You're to contact them as soon 
as possible." His message delivered, he 
was already retiring up the stairs. 

Elaine went back into the flat. For some 


e 


Were her friends 
dead by her good offices? 
If so, how many 
others had she brushed 
against since her 
pestilential education 
at the crypt? 
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reason she wasn't thinking of Reuben or 
Sonja—who, it seemed, she would not 
see again—but of the sailor, Maybury, 
who'd seen Death and escaped it only to 
have it follow him like a loyal dog, waiting 
its moment to leap and lick his face. She 
sat beside the phone and stared at the 
numbers on the sheet, and then at the 
fingers that held the sheet and at the 
hands that held the fingers. Was the touch 
that hung so innocently at the end of her 
arms now lethal? Was that what the de- 
tectives had come to tell her—that her 
friends were dead by her good offices? 
If so, how many others had she brushed 
against and breathed upon in the days 
since her pestilential education at the 
crypt? In the street, in the bus, in the su- 
permarket; at work, at play. She thought 
of Bernice lying on the toilet floor, and of 
Hermione rubbing the spot where she 
had been kissed, as if knowing some 
scourge had been passed along to her. 
And suddenly she knew, knew in her 
marrow, that her pursuers were right in 
their suspicions, and that all these dreamy 
days she had been nurturing a fatal child. 
Hence her hunger; hence the glow of ful- 
fillment she felt. 


She put down the note and sat in the 
semidarkness, trying to work out pre- 
cisely the plague's location. Was it her 
fingertips; in her belly; in her eyes? None 
and yet all of ihese. Her first assumption 
had been wrong. It wasn't a child at all: 
She didn't carry it in some particular cell 
It was everywhere. She and it were syn- 
onymous. That being so, there could be 
no sticing out of the offending part, as 
they had sliced out her tumors and all 
that had been devoured by them. Not that 
she would escape their attentions for that 
fact. They had come looking for her, 
hadn't they, to take her back into the cus- 
tody of sterile rooms, to deprive her of 
her opinions and dignity, to make her fit 
only for their loveless investigations. The 
thought revolted her; she would rather die 
as those in the crypt had died, sprawled 
in agonies, than submit to them again. 
She tore up the sheet of paper and let 
the litter drop. 

It was too late for solutions anyway. The 
rernoval men had opened the door and 
found Death waiting on the other side, 
eager for daylight. She was its agent, and 
it—in its wisdom—had granted her im- 
munity; had given her strength and a 
dreamy rapture; had taken her fear away. 
She, in return, had spread its word; and 
there was no undoing those tabors, not 
now. 

While she was thinking of this—of the 
disease spreading like fire in tinder—the 
doorbell rang again. They had come back 
for her. And as before, they were ringing 
the other bells in the house. She could 
hear the landlord coming downstairs. This 
time he would know she was in. As he 
opened the front door, she unlocked the 
back. She unbolted the yard gate and 
fled into the darkness of the alleyway. She 
was already out of hearing range by the 
time they had beaten down the door. 


The night was starry; but as she walked 
down the center of the city the brightness 
of the Christmas illuminations festooning 
trees and buildings canceled out their 
light. She soon tired of the displays, how- 
ever—of the baubles and the dum- 
mies—and made her way off the main 
road and into the side streets. It was 
darker here, which suited her abstract 
state of mind. 

It was only now, in the relative hush of 
these backwaters, that she realized she 
was not alone. It was Kavanagh. Her ini- 
tial shock was almost immediately 
superseded by a sudden comprehen- 
sion of why he had pursued her. She 
studied him. His skin was pulled so tight 
over his skull she could see the bone 
gleam in the dismal light. How, her whirl- 
ing thoughts demanded, had she not 
recognized him sooner? Not realized at 
that first meeting, when he'd talked of the 
dead and their glamour, that he spoke as 
their Master? 

"I followed you," he said. 

"All the way from the house?" 

He nodded. 
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A compendium of bizarre, idiotic, 
lurid, and ofttimes witless driblets of information 
culled from the nation's press 


ALLTHE NEWS THAT'S PRINTED TO FIT 


re 


According to a former friend of the Libyan dictator, Muammar 
Qaddafi is still so infuriated over the United States' bombing 
of Tripoli that he prefers to remain in his tent and watch old 
Three Stooges movies. “Не just sits there, watching his Stooges 
videotapes and pouting like a spoiled child," says Ali Adjina, 
who has defected to France. “Не used to idolize world leaders 
and men of war like Napoleon and Alexander the Great. Now 
he looks up to nobody but Larry, Moe, and Curly!" After a 
friend gave Qaddafi three racing camels in an effort to cheer 
him up, the colonel had them killed and stuffed, then placed 


COLONEL QADDAFI 
HOOKED ON THREE STOOGES 


them outside his tent with signs around their necks bearing the 
names of the Stooges, ““Тһе colonel has gone off the deep end 
before, but I'm afraid this time he's gone for good,” states 
Adjina. “Тһе other day he started laughing to himself in that 


idiotic way the fat Stooge does. . . . I tried to tell him it wasn't 
right for a man of his stature to spend all day watching the 
Three Stooges—and that's why I'm not living in Libya any- 
more.” (Weekly World News—submitted by George Edwards, 
Rosedale, N.Y.) 

At least Qaddafi isn't into astrology.—Editor 
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A huge walking catfish in 
China's Yunnan province con- 
sumed a farmer and injured 
his wife and eight children. 
Although officials believe that 
41-year-old Chen Xieping beat 
his family and fled, his neigh- 
bors swear they saw the 13- 
foot-long, two-ton ‘River 
Dragon.” Says Chen's wife Li, 
“We were sitting for our eve- 


Chen ran outdoors to investi- 
gate. The noise grew louder 
and we could hear Chen 
shouting for help." She heard 
her husband pounding on the 
door, and opened it to find him 
being swallowed by the enor- 
mous fish. Local farmers say 
it swung Chen against his hut, 
bringing it down upon his 
family, then walked back to 


the river with Cher's feet pro- 
truding from its mouth. “I 


ning rice when we heard a 
shrieking noise from the river. 


WALKING CATFISH EATS FARMER 


could hear Chen screaming for 
help, begging for someone to 
come and release him," re- 
calls one neighbor. "My heart 
goes out to Chen's family. 
They have lost a true hero of 
the people. I would never have 
dared fight the River 
Dragon. . . . It is a demon sent 
from hell to punish из.” (Na- 
tional Examiner) 

That's the last fish story we'll 
listen to!—Editor 


Fortune-teller Erma Valen is able to predict the future by read- 
ing letters in alphabet soup. Proficient at reading tea leaves for 
30 years, she knew nothing of her abilities with soup until the 
day she decided to cook some for her nephew. "I felt like having 
soup and remember sitting there stirring it,” says Erma. “Sud- 
denly, this strange, cold feeling for my friend, who was to leave 
on a bus trip, came over me. When I looked down in the bowl, 
I saw the letters D-E-A-T-H spelled out on my spoon. It was 
undoubtedly meant for my friend." Erma warned the woman, 
who decided not to take the trip, and thereby saved her life— 
the bus collided with a truck later that day, killing several 
people. Erma also told her sister not to be concerned over her 
problems with money after seeing the word gold in her bowl. 
Sure enough, her brother-in-law's salary was nearly doubled 
when he was hired by another company. “It's a combination of 
my own abilities and destiny," Erma explains. (Sun) 

She's got it down to the letter.—Editor 
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WASHED- 
UP ROCK 
GROUP 
MAKES 
WAVES 


Atlantis, the world's first un- 
derwater rock band, had its 
premier gig at the Los Ange- 
les Swim Stadium near the 
L.A. Coliseum. The group 
played with waterproof in- 
struments, breathing appara- 
tus, and shock-resistant ca- 
bles while their fans looked on 
from behind a Plexiglas par- 
tition. “They were а real gas,” 
one comments. “ ‘Bubbly,’ I 
guess, was the word for them. 
I especially liked their ‘Sea 
Cruise,” ‘Rock Lobster,’ and 
“Wet Rap’ songs. In fact, Ican 
hardly wait for their LP, Mo- 
ray Eel, to come ош.” Al- 
though they made a splash, 
leader Jim Mouth doesn't 
know if there will be future 
performances: “The rest of the 
group want to escape rock "n" 
roll depths and go on to greater 
heights. . . , We could play as 
we parachute down to earth." 
(News Extra) 

They could always join the 
Velvet Underground.—Editor 


South 
Ravaged 
By 
Werewolves 


Werewolves are c 
running wild down 
cording to Dr. S 
lan, director of t 
Research Ce 
seeing the bi 
werewolfism si 
march on Atlanta 
plains. "There may soo 
fur f lying in the heart of Dix 

I see a showdown like < 
Corral brewing.” 
that the creatures 
South because of its 
mate and its growing 
of satanic cults. He 


rural werewolves prey in packs | 


on hitchhikers, tourists. and 
children, while their ш 
counterparts are soli 
hunters who prefer the 
and customers in single: 
Research for Kaplan's fi 
ever worldwide werewolf cen- 
sus has shown increasing 
numbers of them in Texas, 
Louisiana, Alabama, Geor- 


gia, North Carolina, and Flor- | 


ida. As to their origin, “Сеп- 
turies ago, yetis may have 
kidnapped and raped some of 
America's pioneer women, " 
Kaplan believes. "The off- 
spring were werewolves, less 
hairy, shorter.” (National Ex- 
aminer) 

Is the South going to the 
dogs ?— Editor 


DOOMED CANNIBALS ATE AIDS VICTIM 


A Brunei, Borneo, cannibal 
tribe may be doomed after 
feasting on a scientist infected 
with AIDS. Gerald Voisard, 
28, of Geneva, Switzerland, 
had been diagnosed as having 
AIDS-Related Complex be- 
fore he entered the country; 
and his journal revealed that 


the disease had fully matured. 
"This is a tragedy beyond 
measure,” says Ian Brinsdon, 
a Brunei health official. “Our 
government has spent a for- 
tune trying to preserve and 
protect the primitive peoples 
of our jungle. Now, in one 
swift and cruel stroke, an en- 


tire tribe has been doomed to 
extinction. It's only a matter 
of time before they all have 
AIDS." Although the gov- 
ernment is currently trying to 
persuade the tribesmen to 
undergo testing for the dis- 
ease, “Тһе outcome of these 


adds Brinsdon. “Тһе canni- 
bals are wary of outsiders to 
begin with. And they have ab- 
solutely no conception of the 
seriousness of AIDS.” (Weekly 
World News— submitted by C. 
Kaplan, New York, N.Y.) 

Let's hope there's no bad 


negotiations is still in limbo," | blood. . . .—Editor 


Factory Worker 
Thinks He's 
Died and Gone 
to Hell 


An English metal-foundry 
worker became convinced that 
he was in hell, and killed his 
foreman, who he thought was 
the devil. “In the last few days 
he'd been acting strangely, but 
we never expected something 
like this," says a coworker. 
"He suddenly went berserk, 
screaming about being in “ће 
pits of the eternal fire' and 
saying he was going to kill Sa- 
tan." The 45-year-old man 
chased his supervisor around 
the factory and killed him with 
a sledgehammer. According 


to a police spokesman, “It gets 
very hot in there. . . . He pic- 
tured his supervisor as being 
the devil leading the doomed 
off to eternal punishment." 
After his arrest, he was ex- 
amined by psychiatrists who 
suspect that his religious fer- 
vor, combined with the heat, 
caused his delusions, and that 
he may well be schizophrenic. 
(Sun—submitted by David 
Johnson, Ponca City, Okla.) 

Like Harry Truman used to 
say, if you can't stand the heat 

. Editor 


She Gives a Real Jolt 


A London woman claims her body is flowing with so much 
electricity that she burns out household appliances with the 
slightest touch. According to the British Sun, the woman es- 
timates she's caused about $13,000 worth of damage to irons, 
toasters, washers and dryers, televisions, radios, VCRs, and 
“at least 250 light bulbs." She lost her job at a dry cleaners 
“because I was making the tills [cash registers] go haywire.” 
Although she says she's suffered from the peculiarity since 
childhood, it became worse in 1982. Doctors believe it may be 
caused by stress, but she doesn't feel tense: “I’m a noisy, sense- 
of-humor kind of person.” (Charlotte Observer—submitted by 
David S. Bauguess, Taylorsville, N.C.) 

A real live wire.—Editor 


EDITOR'S NOTE: 


We welcome your contributions for future “Hard Times" 


columns, and we will give a free one-year subscription to 
Penthouse to each reader whose item is printed. Send clip- 
pings to: Hard Times, c/o Penthouse, 1965 Broadway. New 
York. N.Y. 10023. Please include the name of the newspaper. 
the page number, and the date the clipping was published. 
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BLACKS OR 
WHITES??? 


ARE WE SHOOTING 
СОУС” OR 
PROTESTANTS 2? — 


Were Lene pony 


@, 


ARE WE THE COMMUAGTE ERST 
OR THE %7 °? 


@ “” 
рари @ d 
° ° 09490027 

9^ íe NOU a Ө ® 


7 WE nae THE J RE AN 
ILITARY << Ул, 


AM 
Д ? 
| esis Ye DESTROYER" 


172 PENTHOUSE 


HELL 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 62 


words of the State Department, "execu- 
tion has been an established method for 
dealing with perceived political and mil- 
itary opponents of the government." 

* President Hafez al-Assad, who runs 
a brutal dictatorship in Syria, is held re- 
sponsible by human-rights organizations 
for ordering the massacre of 20,000 de- 
fiant Islamic fundamentalists in the city 
of Hama in 1982; in December 1986, 
some 200 political opponents were killed 
by Syrian troops in Tripoli. 

* An abortive uprising in Indonesia in 
1965 led to the deaths of hundreds of 
thousands of alleged leftists at the hands 
of the military; nobody knows the exact 
figure. To this day, some 100 prisoners 
are held there for their supposed involve- 
ment in the coup. 

* |n Tibet, which was forcibly incorpo- 
rated into Communist China in 1950, hun- 
dreds of thousands have been killed. The 
New York-based Asia Watch Committee 
said in a recent report that "it is esti- 
mated by Tibetan exiles that over one 
million Tibetans died from unnatural 
causes in the 30 years between 1950 and 
1980'— a startling figure, especially con- 
sidering that Tibet's present population 
is barely in excess of two million. The 
Committee concedes that this figure 
cannot be verified, but it comments that 
"it is rare to meet a Tibetan who hasn't 
lost at least one relative in the turmoil of 
those years. .. . Population statistics re- 
veal a disproportionate dearth of males 
in Tibet." They go on to say that "despite 
liberalization in some areas, political im- 
prisonment, torture, and discrimination 
are also characteristic of the current sit- 
uation in Tibet." 

• Іп Burundi, a tiny, impoverished 
country of five million in the heart of Af- 
rica, over 100,000 members of the Hutu 
tribal majority were massacred in May 
1972 by the forces of the ruling Tutsi tribe 
minority. It was a grisly affair, a dramatic 
reminder that tribal politics and loyalties 
still oom large in African life. 

жіп oil-rich Nigeria, which has 250 
separate ethnic groups, well over one 
million died in battle and from starvation 
and disease during the savage wars 
starting in the late 1960s, when the tribes 
in Biafra rose in secession. 

* А million Ethiopians are threatened 
with starvation by their own government. 
n its ongoing battle against Eritrean in- 
surgents, the military shut off roads in 
Tigre province this February. Fleets of re- 
ief trucks attempting to distribute food 
o the starving were blocked. 


COMMUNIST MINORITIES 

ncreasingly, minorities in Communist na- 
ions are coming under pressure—as 
much because of official policies as be- 
cause of their growing self-assertion. 
Hungarians living in Romania under what 


is the most oppressive Communist re- 
gime in Europe are complaining of rising 
discrimination, and they are fleeing to 
Hungary. Albanian minorities in Yugo- 
slavia, chiefly in the autonomous prov- 
ince of Kosovo, have rioted to obtain 
greater voice in their affairs, and Yugo- 
Slav authorities have responded with 
harsh measures. 

Although these nationalities are a 
growing cancer for the Communists, the 
repression of the Turkish minority in Bul- 
garia is probably the most vivid example 
to date of the unceasingly brutal cam- 
paigns of assimilation engaged in by 
Communist dictatorships. 

Turks began settling in what today is 
Bulgaria toward the end of the fourteenth 
century, but it wasn't until the early 1980s 
that the Communist regime there de- 
cided that ethnic Turks had to be assim- 
ilated by force. The government, seized 
by a frenzy for imposing national uni- 
formity to achieve political control, used 


e 


The most popular 
instrument of torture in the 
world is the electric 
cattle prod. It's cheap and 
requires minimal 
training in its applications. 


° 


tanks and police dogs to force nearly one 
million Turks, roughiy ten percent of the 
population, to change their narnes to Bul- 
garian ones and, in effect, renounce Is- 
lam as their religion. This campaign, cer- 
tainly without precedent in modern 
Europe, was carried out in 1984 and 1985. 

The official explanation for the at- 
tempts to destroy Turkish identity in Bul- 
garia—attempts the regime sought to 
conceal from the outside world—is that 
“a unified Bulgarian socialist nation” is 
desirable. But the real reason appears to 
be concern that “Islamic fanaticism” may 
pose a challenge to absalute Communist 
rule. Moreover, the majority Bulgarian 
population is decreasing while minority 
ethnic and Muslim populations are in- 
creasing, and the regime is worried about 
preserving power in the next generation. 

In any event, Bulgarian troops began 
surrounding ethnic Turkish villages early 
in 1984, to compe! the inhabitants to 
change their traditional names to "offi- 
cial" Bulgarian ones. By the end of the 
year, this became a nationwide cam- 
paign. Officials with new identity cards 
rushed into households, forcing the in- 
habitants to accept them, allegedly often 


at gunpoint. Those who refused to sign 
"petitions" for new names, Amnesty In- 
ternational reported, were imprisoned. 
When villagers marched in peaceful pro- 
test against the assimilation campaign, 
security forces used tear gas and set 
dogs on the people, and opened fire on 
them. In some instances, ethnic Turks 
were shot on the spot for refusing to ac- 
cept new identity cards. Barricades were 
erected in a number of villages to keep 
name-changing officials out; but tanks 
were brought up to smash them, and the 
houses of those declining to cooperate 
were blown up or destroyed. Some vil- 
lagers were summarily executed. 

Under the new regulations, not only 
must ethnic Turks change their names, 
but most of the mosques have been 
closed down or destroyed. People who 
speak Turkish in public are subject to fines 
and refused service in commercial es- 
tablishments. Parents who circumcise 
their children according to Islamic pre- 
cepts are prosecuted and face up to three 
years in prison. The Islamic custom of 
washing dead bodies prior to burial has 
also been forbidden. 


SOME GOOD NEWS 

Dismal as the human-rights picture ap- 
pears to be today, there is a new effort to 
improve it, and much of the impulse in 
this direction comes from the U.S.—now 
the unquestionable leader in the field. 

In the early 1970s, the U.S. Con- 
gress— partly as a result of the wars in 
Vietnam, Cambodia, and Laos, and 
waves of repression by military regimes 
in Latin America—moved ahead with 
legislation restricting military and eco- 
nomic assistance to countries where hu- 
man rights were glaringly violated. Not 
only did Congress order the State De- 
partment to issue the annual reports re- 
ferred to in this article, it also created a 
system inside the Foreign Service to study 
and report human-rights practices. Every 
U.S. embassy in the world has this task. 
In the evolution ol this consciousness, 
churches of all faiths have provided sup- 
port that is of vast importance . . . and so 
has the press. 

The human-rights provisions of the Eu- 
ropean Security Conference, which were 
signed by the U.S. as well as the Soviet 
Union and other European countries in 
Helsinki in 1975, were an attempt to en- 
force such policies. The Carter admin- 
istration became the first to link broader 
American strategies with human-rights 
observances in the countries with which 
itactively dealt, by establishing a Human 
Affairs Bureau in the State Department. 

The Reagan administration, at first 
ideologically dubious about human rights, 
rapidly discovered the value of this pol- 
icy in negotiating with the Soviets—and 
in strengthening the U.S. posture in the 
eyes ofthe rest of the world. Thus we now 
publicly criticize South Africa and Chile 
for their fundamental violations of human 
rights; and the Reagan administration's 
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Scrapbook makes you remember the good old 
lays, when tapes were pouring out of California and 
adult consumers were happy and satisfied. 


X-RATED VIDEO 


BY AL GOLDSTEIN 


YOU ASSED FOR IT 

The Ultimate Tail 

(4-play) А 

This is one of those definitely- 
not-for-couples tapes, with 
lots of fevered, feral fucking 
and raw, uncensored fanta- 
sies. The problem is, the 
level of acting and scripting 
is so lousy as to make the 
whole exercise pointless. The 
Ultimate Tail is part of the 
"Loose Ends" series, directed 
by Bob Seven, and generally 
he quality of this man's 
work has been high. He is 
clearly scraping the bottom 
here, however, as he puts 

he tired crew from previous 
entries in the series through 
its paces. 

Bionica is the newcomer, 
the sister of one of the regu- 
ars, and she discovers a 
diary that records the exploits 
of the group—especially 
heir notorious slumber par- 
ties, where nobody seems to 
get much sleep. Lesbian 
action and male-female fuck 
scenes alternate with a brain- 
numbing predictability. 
Raunch queen Viper has 
never looked more animal- 
like, as she gives a horrible 
black grin to men who are 
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Tail: a meaningless tape done with little energy. 


doing her every which way 
but loose. John Leslie pitches 
a fuck into her they'll both 
remember until . . . oh, at least 
until the next tape they do. 
The diary-style format 
allows for endless vignettes, 
punctuated by periods of 
the pouting Bionica frigging 
herself with abandon. But 
it's all so meaningless, and 
done with so little energy and 
style, that the whole tape 
goes into a tailspin long 
before the closing credits. 


THE DONG SHOW 

The Luv Game 

(VCX) LL 

What are the civilized to do 
with a woman like Barbi Dahl? 
Here's a girl who's built like 

a brick outhouse, with enor- 
mous big-nippled tits; a 
winsome, girlish smile during 
sex; and, of course, a name 
that came out of a stand- 

up comic's routine. What to 
do but put her in porn films? 
The Luv Game is a crude 
takeoff on television's "Love 
Connection," with Eric 
Edwards as Brent Willoughby, 
the jokey, idiotic host. The 
festivities are highlighted by 
audience-reaction shots 


taken from stock footage of 
crowds at soccer matches, 
Iranian religious rallies, Chi- 
nese theater, etc. The laugh 
track is crude and awful. 
But when Barbi steps out 
onstage in a tight-fitting red- 
sequined dress, your heart 
immediately begins to throb 
On second thought, perhaps 
it's not your heart. 

We immediately gain entry 
into Barbi's Dahl-house 
fantasy date with Robert Bul- 
lock. A steamier matchup 
you could not imagine, with 
Barbi laughing and smiling all 
the while, as if she were 
having the time of her life. It 
is a surprisingly touching 
fuck, reminding you of the 
days when sex was effortless 


Luv: dewy-eyed innocence. 


and fun. The game-show 
format allows vignette-style 
sex scenes to be introduced 
fairly effectively, with Barbi 
getting one more go-round in 
a hot lesbo duo. If the pro- 
ducers had slicked up the 
format just a bit more, per- 
haps The Luv Game could 
have turned into a long- 
running series. As it is, it's 
just a slight erotic diversion, 
showcasing the dewy-eyed 
innocence of Barbi Dahl. 


PENTHOUSE PICK 

Expert Tease 

(Coast to Coast) LLL 

Sam Weston, a.k.a. Anthony 
Spinelli, has dished up some 
of the finest video spice the 
adult-entertainment world 
has ever seen. He is trying 
something a bit different 

in Expert Tease, a tape where 
atmosphere is everything. 
John Leslie is great as a 
loser on a bender over a 
woman, a man with too much 
red wine and memories for 
his own good. We fade back 
and forth between images 

of Leslies decadence and 
scenes from his fling with 
Shanna McCullough, the 
beautiful redheaded doxy 
who is hotter than a pistol in 
bed. The dialogue is suf- 
fused with existential dread: 
If Samuel Beckett did smut, 
this is what it would sound 
like. Answers and questions 
mirror each other endlessly, 
get lost and then refound, 
and finally wind up sounding 
meaningless. Leslie's merno- 
ries as a drunk are effectively 
colored by his own grape- 
stained despair, so even the 
good times seem bad. “I 

just get nervous and say 
crazy things," says 
McCullough after one of 
these verbal shadow fights; 
but the problem with this 
couple is that neither of them 
gets crazy enough. They 
challenge each other to hurt 
their love, and when they 

do, the pain is muffled by a 
numbing alienation. Does 
Leslie want McCullough 

to see other men, or does he 
really want other women? It 
doesn't matter. They both 
fuck other people because 
they are locked into a no- 
man's-land where the com- 
munication lines are down, no 
messages are getting 


through, and static has taken 
over the airwaves. 

This thoroughly modern 
porn film does not neglect to 
remember the sex, but even 
here existential dread frag- 
ments the images. You get a 
shot of gleaming saliva on 
a woman's nipple, a hard 
cock ramming home in a pis- 
tonlike frenzy, or nails raking 
over a man's back. But it's 
impossible to pull these 
images together in a coherent 
whole, and they float in the 
consciousness like pieces of 
a wet dream. The final sur- 
prise twist in Expert Tease is 
one that we should have 
guessed from the title, and 
one that puts an even more 
cynical twist on the proceed- 
ings. Not for everyone, but 
compelling in its own way, 
with truly superb per- 
formances from both Leslie 
and McCullough. 


COUPLES' TAPE 

OF THE MONTH 

Good Enough to Eat 
(Fantasy) LLL 

Director Perry Ross triumphs 
over a wacky plot and other 
limitations of the shot-on- 
video format to deliver a siz- 
zling frolic of a tape, one 
that couples can laugh over, 
get warmed up with, or just 
enjoy for the sheer quality of 
the production. Ross takes 
the same elements that have 
sunk so many porn tapes 
before—overused porn 
actors, single-set limitations, 
video technical values— 
but, instead of a run-of-the- 
mill production, dishes up 
some classy smut. He does 
so by beginning with good 
writing, and then coaxing fine 
performances out of Jerry 
Butler, Robert Bullock, and 
Ona Zee. The sex is up-close 
and in-tight, with exquisite 


oral scenes punctuating the 
proceedings like erotic 
explosions. The plot is a 
ludicrous farce, whereby two 
therapists and their client 
couple show up at an out-of- 
the-way guest ranch. Most 
scripters would have stopped 
there, but thrown in for good 
measure is a horny caretaker 
and a gorgeous ghost. This 
amazon of invisibility needs to 
have three (count 'em, three) 
orgasms in a row before 

she can be released into her 
astral plane. Professional 


ethics go by the boards as 
the therapists proceed to 
fuck their clients silly, and the 
whole crowd gets together 

to send the ghost into never- 
never land. As dumb as 

this sounds, it works smoothly, 
thanks to the well-oiled direc- 
tion and good performances. 
A perfect tape for a night's 
diversion at home. 


EASY LEI 

Ginger's Hawaiian Scrapbook 
(Collector's) LLL 

Someone had a bright idea 
to put this tape together: Why 
not round up all the old 
footage of Ginger Lynn— 
especially the outtakes from 


Good Enough to Eat: a perfect tape for a night's diversion. 


that famous tropical trip 

that produced the classics 
Surrender in Paradise and 
Pink Lagoon—splice it 
together, and sell the results 
to the legion of her fans 
out there? Ginger, of course, 
is under contract to her 
own video company and 
unavailable to introduce the 
segments. No problem. 

We get a body double (the 
first nonnude body double 
I've heard of), put her on the 
phone, show a cloud of 
Ginger-like blond hair 


obscuring her face, and have 
her introduce the segments 
by looking through her 
"scrapbook." 

This is a rather cynical way 
to produce a porn tape, 
but it works because the old 
footage is top quality, and 
Ginger is—well, Ginger 


is Ginger. The days when 
porn was shot on film are 
brought back with nostalgic 
immediacy, and so are certain 
actresses who have faded 
from the scene. Raven is 
here in one hot fuck scene 
with Jerry Butler, and Stacey 
Donovan also appears. But 
the showpiece is Ginger, who 
fucks and sucks her 

way through this tape like the 
trouper superstar she is. 
Scrapbook does indeed make 
you remember the old lays, 
when tapes like this were 
pouring out of California and 
adult consumers were happy 
and satisfied. 


BASIC ADULT VIDEO 
LIBRARY 

Getting Personal 

(Caballero) ДАДА 

Ron Sullivan, a.k.a. Henri 
Pachard, proves once again 
that he is the master of the 
adult genre with this sizzling 
exercise in slummy vérité. 
We are on the down-and-out 
fringe of America, and among 
the people you don't want to 
bring home to meet Mother 
are Willy the pimp and Wanda 
the streetwalker. Sullivan 
turns on the juice to prove 
that'outsiders need sex, too, 
as Nina Hartley, Colleen 
Brennan, Herschel Savage, 
and Paul Thomas turn in 
career-level performances. A 
strange, brave tape, and 

one that will reward those who 


own it.O4—« 


minimum results. 


RATING KEY 


4 Not recommended Youll either get ripped off or 
get the least for your money. 
AL Fair to reliable— You'll get what you pay for with 


ALL Good— Standards of professionalism are maintained. 
ALLL Highly recommended—the best of its kind available. 
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hand was visible behind the overthrow of 
dictators in the Philippines and Haiti. 
These actions, of course, make it more 
credible for us to insist on respect for hu- 
man rights in Communist countries. 

And the example is spreading. France 
has set up a human-rights division in its 
Foreign Ministry, and human rights will 
be one of the themes for global celebra- 
tions of the 200th anniversary of the 
French Revolution in 1989. I 

With Mikhail Gorbachev now firmly in 
power, Moscow, too, has opened an of- 
ficial human-rights department, though 
its character is more defensive, more 
concerned with protecting the Soviet 
reputation than with breaking new ground 
in international practices. Political pris- 
oners are being released and the prac- 
tice of committing dissenters to mental 
hospitals has been officially abolished. 

Even Cuba's Fidel Castro, one of the 
worst violators in the world, last year al- 
lowed the existence of a small citizens’ 
committee for the defense of human 
rights. Its influence is limited, but it's ob- 
vious that even Castro can no longer ig- 
nore the political importance of attempt- 
ing to look good on this issue. Last March, 
Castro agreed to a visit by the chairman 
of the U.N. Commission on Human 
Rights—the first such visit ever. 

In Latin America, the fall of military dic- 
tatorships in Argentina, Brazil, and Uru- 
guay has put an end to some of the most 
atrocious human-rights violations. In 
many Asian and African countries, ef- 
forts are unquestionably being made to 
improve the appearance, if not always the 
substance, of human-rights practices. 

But all of this, while hopeful and prom- 
ising, pales against the ever grim reality 
of repression and murder by regimes that 
seem immune to international appeals to 
decency. In Central America, serious hu- 
man-rights violations exist in leftist Nic- 
aragua, and in rightist Guatemala, El Sal- 
vador, and Honduras. In Colombia, where 
the power of drug barons and a leftist 
insurgency have created intolerable con- 
ditions, murders by paramilitary “death 
squads” and narcotics dealers’ enforcers 
add up to a denial of human rights the 
elected government is unable to remedy. 
Even Britain has come under criticism for 
violations of rights in Northern Ireland. 
And bloody and brutal Israeli responses 
to Palestinian rioting in the occupied ter- 
ritories may open a whole new chapter in 
Middle Eastern history—and redefine the 
character of the Israeli state. 


THE TEN WORST 

The following list of the ten worst violators 
of human rights must be somewhat ar- 
bitrary because of the number of candi- 
dates competing for this disgrace. The 
standard for selection is based on the 
United Nations Universal Declaration of 
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Human Rights, guaranteeing rights to life, 
liberty, and security of person, protect- 
ing citizens from slavery, servitude, tor- 


. ture, and cruel, inhuman, or degrading 


treatment or punishment, arbitrary arrest, 
detention, or exile. It assures freedom of 
thought, conscience, and religion, and 
affirms the freedom of opinion and 
expression, and the right to take part in 
the government of one's country. The list- 
ing is alphabetical. 

Albania. The Communist party exer- 
cises total, repressive power over this 
isolated nation with no friends in the 
Communist world or in the West. There is 
no political freedom, and religious wor- 
ship is forbidden. 

Bulgaria. Torture and beatings are a 
permanent feature of imprisonment in this 
old-fashioned Communist dictatorship. 
The State Department says that “an om- 
nipresent network of state-security po- 
lice and militia deters or suppresses open 
expressions of opposition to the regime 


ЕНЕН НЫСЫ‏ و 
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Renamo may be the 
world's most vicious rebel 
movement—they often 
slice ears, lips, noses, and 
limbs of those 
they choose not to kill. 


° 


or its policies." 

Chile. Political freedom is virtually non- 
existent in this right-wing military dicta- 
torship. The State Department reports that 
"in 1987, as in the past, there were reli- 
able and documented reports of tortures 
and mistreatment of those detained." 

Cuba. Absolute denial of political rights 
and massive violations of human rights 
have characterized the 30 years since 
Castro's revolution. Cuban authorities 
said earlier this year that 800 persons re- 
mained imprisoned for "sabotage, coun- 
terrevolution, and being foreign agents." 
Nationwide controls by the secret police 
are supplemented by a vast network of 
Revolution Defense Committees. 

Ethiopia. Although both imprisonment 
of political foes and torture are not as 
widespread as during the "revolutionary 
terror" of the 1970s in this Marxist state, 
there are still an estimated 3,000 political 
prisoners here. The forced resettlement 
policy and near starvation of its people 
were discussed previously. 

iran. Political and human rights are to- 
tally denied. At least 7,000 executions of 
politica! and religious opponents have 
occurred since the revolution. Torture and 


brutality are commonplace. 

iraq. This is a total dictatorship with 
widely feared security services. Torture 
and summary executions of opponents 
are common practices, especially with 
insurgent Kurd ethnic minorities. 

North Korea. Having no political or hu- 
man rights, this is Asia's most repressive 
and closed Communist society. Torture 
is reported to be commonplace; but be- 
cause of its self-imposed isolation, pre- 
cise reporting is impossible. 

Romania. President Nicolae Ceau- 
sescu is an absolute Communist mon- 
arch, ruling with members of his imme- 
diate family and close friends. There are 
no political or human rights. Contact with 
foreigners must be reported to the po- 
lice, and domestic controls include reg- 
istering with the authorities serial num- 
bers and typeface samples of ail 
typewriters. 

South Africa. The total denial of human 
rights to South Africa's nonwhite majority 
is codified in the doctrine of apartheid. 
During the 1986—87 state of emergency, 
some 30,000 persons, including chil- 
dren, were arrested. The State Depart- 
ment reports that "the human-rights sit- 
uation in South Africa continued to 
deteriorate in 1987." 


FINAL THOUGHTS 

Ultimately, the fate of the rights of human 
beings to live decent and free lives must 
emerge from long sequences of histori- 
cal problems, political requirements and 
realities, the education of leaders and 
citizens concerning the treatment of their 
fellow men and women, and all the at- 
tendant contradictions. 

A balance must be devised between 
the legitimate security of a nation and the 
protection of its citizens’ human rights. 
Governments must learn that the "na- 
tional security" excuse cannot be used 
to justify grievous violations of rights. Of- 
ficials must realize that their power is not 
absolute, and when their behavior is not 
acceptable they must be punished. 

And if one thing can be learned from 
the dreadful litany of abuse documented 
in this article—and there is so much 
more—it is that human-rights violations 
must be punished. The United Nations 
conventions must be instruments for im- 
plementing prohibitions against torture or 
deportations. An office of a United Na- 
tions high commissioner for human rights 
should be established to monitor and 
place before political organisms all in- 
stances of human-rights violations. The 
media must continue to use its cameras 
and its pens to shed light on the secret 
cells and instruments of torture. 

And... perhaps before all else... we 
must look into our minds and souls to ask 
whether, indeed, an Adolf Eichmann lives 
in each of us. 


Contributions may be sent to Amnesty 
internationa! USA, 322 Eighth Avenue, 
New York, N.Y. 10001.0+—3 
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NFL PREDICTIONS 


Wouldnt it be fun 
if the National 
Football League 
concentrated on 
playing football 
and allowed other 
businesses to es- 
tablish landmark 
episodes in dumb 
labor relations? 
Last year, N.EL. 
owners and the 
N.FL. Players As- 
sociation both 
merited awards 
for stupidity after 
their contract talks 
broke down. The 
players went out on strike for four weeks; 
the owners responded by fielding scab 
teams for three weeks; and the result was 
atarnished product—arena football was 
more exciting than the N.FL.’s "replace- 
ment games’—and a tarnished season 
The two sides still haven't resolved their 
labor disputes, but at least the players 
won't try to win by resorting to another 
strike—they'll go to court instead. 

N.FL. Commissioner Pete Rozelle was 
so tarnished by the strike. After a cou- 
ple of decades of building an image as 
the most influential executive in sports, 
he wound up looking like a powerless 
puppet. The one N.FL. action that bears 
Rozelles mark of diplomacy was the 
league's decision to stay out of court and 
permit college underclassman Craig Hey- 
ward of the University of Pittsburgh to file 
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for draft eligibility 
The N.F.L.'s still 
got its collective 
head in the sand 
in its ongoing law. 
suit against Los 
Angeles Raiders 
owner AI Davis, 
who now stands to 
collect more than 
$50 million from the 
league. If Rozelle 
can settle that one 
out of court, he'll 
regain all the clout 
he lost last year. 
That's enough 
about the bleak 
side of professional football. The Wash- 
ington Redskins are reigning N.EC.—and 
Super Bowl— champs, but this season | 
think they'll be dethroned by the New York 
Giants. In the A.F.C., the Cleveland 
Browns, having been kissed off two years 
in a row by the Denver Broncos, will end 
their status as bridesmaids and make their 
first trip to the Super Bowl. Look for the 
Giants to rout the Browns and come away 
with their second Super Bowl victory in 
the last three years. As for the rest of the 
N.FL.—let's get down to business. 


А.ЕС. EASTERN DIVISION 

The Bills havent had a winning season 
in six years, but this fall | think they'll be 
conference champions. If you wont take 
my word for it (and that really smarts, 
guys), consider what Don Shula has to 


PAINTING BY MARVIN MATTELSON 


say: "I pick the Bills to win the East be- 
cause of the great job they do in rushing 
the passer," Shula notes. He should know. 
Last year, for the first time in 22 seasons, 
the Bills wiped out Shula's Miami Dol- 
phins in both inter-conference games. 
Buffalo's crack sack attack is led by the 
dangerous duo of Bruce Smith, 1987's 
A.FC. Lineman of the Year (12 sacks), 
and linebacker Cornelius Bennett (eight 
and a half sacks in a brilliant rookie de- 
but). Even though quarterback Jim Kelly 
threw for 2,798 yards and 19 touchdowns 
last year, the Bills were hardly a scoring 
machine, mostly because they had a me- 
diocre ground game. That could change 
with the addition of first-round draft pick 
Thurman Thomas, a flashy halfback out 
of Oklahoma State. The Bills are solid. 
The Patriots are trendy. The word is, 
this fall they'll be running around in red, 
white, and blue Reeboks, which is hardly 
surprising since the Reebok people are 
close to owning the Pats. They also own 
the services of Raymond Berry, one of 
the N.EL.'s smartest coaches. New En- 
gland, 8-7 in 87, was in the Super Bowl 
hree years ago and would have made 
he play-offs three years in a row if not 
or a rash of injuries last season. Quarter- 
back Tony Eason, hurt for much of the '87 
campaign, will begin this fall on the 
bench: Steve Grogan, entering his 14th 
year in the N.FL., has won the starter's 
job again. "Steve played well for us last 
year, so it's not a surprising decision," 
says Berry. One decision that was a sur- 
prise: Halfback Tony Collins, who led the 
team in rushing (474 yards), was re- 
eased in the wake of reports of a co- 
caine problem. Former All-Pro running 
back Craig James, who was also injured 
ast year, is healthy again, so Collins 
probably wont be missed. Because of 
Eason's injury and Grogan's rust, New 
England's passing attack dropped off 
drastically last year, but it should pick up 
again—receivers Irving Fryar and 
speedy veteran Stanley Morgan are both 
high-octane performers. With the return 
of a half-dozen starters who saw more 
hospital time than playing time last sea- 
son, the Pats will again: be a force to be 
reckoned with. And they will look good 
in their Reeboks. Doesn't everybody? 
Last year, while in the midst of a messy 
divorce, Colts owner Bob Irsay—he's 
usualy described as "eccentric," but 
that's only because newspaper editors 
fear the word idiotic—hardly had any time 
to fiddle around with the team, which is 
one reason why Indianapolis finished 
9—6 and won the A.F.C. East. Coach Ron 
Meyer did a good job both on and es- 
pecially off the field: He was mainly re- 
sponsible for the trade that reunited him 
with Eric Dickerson, who carried the ball 
for Meyer at Southern Methodist before 
starring with the Los Angeles Rams. All 
Dickerson did last season was to lead 
A. FC ground-gainers in carries (283) and 
yardage (1,288). Dickerson's lucky to 
have landed in Indianapolis, for the Colts’ 
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overgrown offensive line includes three 
Ali-Pros—center Ray Donalson, guard 
Ron Solt, and tackle Chris Hinton. Indi- 
anapolis is similarly sturdy along its de- 
fensive line, which has been bolstered by 
the addition of former Jets All-Pro Joe 
Klecko. In '87, the Colts were the N.FL.'s 
most miserly team—they yielded only 238 
points—but aside from Dickerson, their 
offense was nothing to write home about. 
Meyer's primary problem is keeping 
quarterback Gary Hogeboom healthy. 
During his two seasons with Incianapo- 
lis, Hogeboom has been fit to start only 
11 of the Colts 28 games. Backup tosser 
Jack Trudeau is just that —a backup— 
which is why Indy spent its first-round 
draft pick on quarterback Chris Chandler 
(University of Washington). 

Oh, how the mighty have fallen. The 
Dolphins have dominated the А.ЕС. East 
almost as long as they've been in exis- 
tence, but last year Miami (8-7 overall) 
finished 2-6 against division foes. The 
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fault was not in their stars: Dan Marino 
led all N.FL. quarterbacks with 26 touch- 
down passes, and mighty-might wide- 
outs Mark Duper (with eight touchdown 
catches) and Mark Clayton (with seven) 
also played up to their usual standards. 
They even received some much-needed 
assistance from rookie Troy Stradford (48 
receptions) and deep threat (that's threat) 
James Pruitt, who caught 26 passes. 
That's about it when it comes to the Dol- 
phins' virtues. Miami's major vice is its 
lack of defense. The Dolphins' defense 
ranked 26th in the league last season. 
Jets fans are angry. They showed it in 
'87 by establishing a franchise record for 
no-shows. Their anger is justified. Coach 
Joe Walton, in the sixth year of his five- 
year plan, has yet to win a division title. 
Last year the Jets, with a 6-9 record, 
finished last in the A.FC. East. They'll do 
so again this year. Quarterback Kenny 
O'Brien threw for 2,696 yards last fall, but 
the Jets’ offensive line yielded an А.ЕС.- 
high 66 sacks. On defense, the Jets al- 
lowed 360 points and their once-fear- 
some pass rush is now only a memory. 
(In the last two years, Mark Gastineau— 
Stallone's successor to Brigitte Niel- 


sen—has had a total of only six and a 
half sacks.) By January, Walton might be 
a memory himself. 


A.FC. CENTRAL DIVISION 

For the last two years the Cleveland 
Browns have lost А.ЕС. Championship 
games—and Super Bowl berths—to the 
Denver Broncos. Talk about frustration: 
In '87, the Browns lost to Denver in over- 
time, 23-20; and last January the Bron- 
cos beat them in the final minutes, 
38—33. Future Hall of Fame tight end Oz- 
zie Newsome is so ticked off that he post- 
poned his retirement until atter this sea- 
son. "I want a Super Bowl ring before | 
retire, and | think that this year I'll get it." 
he says. | agree. іп 87, Bernie Kosar, the 
A.F.C.'s most accurate passer, com- 
pleted 62 percent of his tosses for 3,033 
yards and 22 touchdowns. Unlike Miami, 
the Browns (10—5 last year) don't have a 
one-dimensional attack: All-Pro running 
back Kevin Mack and Earnest Byner give 
Cleveland a menacing pair of ballcar- 
riers. The Browns gave up only 239 points 
last season, and fortified their defense in 
the college draft by picking up Florida 
linebacker Clifford Charlton and Clem- 
son tackle Michael Dean Perry (the 
Fridge's younger brother). Cleveland 
would be unstoppable if it had another 
fleet receiver to take the heat off Webster 
Slaughter; but even without one, | think 
the Browns will be in the Super Bowl. 

Dont blame Bengal fans for referring 
to Coach Sam Wyche as Damien. A 
proven master of disaster (Cincinnati fin- 
ished 4-11 last season), he's already 
given his team an omen of what to expect 
this fall During an off-season charity 
basketball game, the wicked Wyche of 
the Midwest broke both his arms. He's 
also not too swift when it comes to strat- 
egy. Last season Wyche personally cost 
Cincinnati two games against San Fran- 
cisco and Pittsburgh. But even a great 
coach couldn't take the Bengals to the 
Super Bowl. Boomer Esiasan may have 
led A FC. quarterbacks in passing yard- 
age (3,321 yards), but he also tied Pitts- 
burgh's Mark Malone for the booby prize 
in interceptions (19). Led by mammoth 
Larry Kinnebrew and James Brooks (who 
was injured for much of '87), the Bengals 
were No. 2 In A.FC. rushing yardage; but 
their defense—which gave up 370 
points—left a lot to be desired. It will stil 
leave a lot to be desired. Wyche is now 
in the final year of his contract. and if the 
Bengals dont get lucky, don't expect to 
see him return next season. 

Coach Chuck Noll nas finally solved 
the Steelers’ quarterback problem. Dur- 
ing the off-season, Noll got rid of Mark 
Malone, the N.F.L.'s worst passer last year, 
and picked up Todd Blackledge from 
Kansas City. Ron Blackledge, Todd's fa- 
ther, is an assistant coach for the Steel- 
ers, and he could be a factor in helping 
his son develop into a star. Ron's boy 
needs all the help he can get: Although 
he's a cut above Malone, Blackledge 
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SCLERODERMA, 
DON’T 
BE AFRAID. 


There’s no cure yet, but there is help. 

We can give you important information about this 
puzzling disease. How to cope with it. How to deal 
with its symptoms. 

If you wish, we can put you in touch with a support 
group of other scleroderma patients and their families. 
Or help you form your own group. 

We can give you the names of doctors in your area 
who are experienced in treating scleroderma. 

If you're troubled, we'll provide somebody who's 
knowledgeable to talk to. 

So if you’ve been diagnosed as having scleroderma— 
or know somebody who has—contact us. 

Don’t be afraid. 

We've helped thousands. We want to help you. 
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An International Non-Profit Federation of Scleroderma Organizations 


"HOW CAN I WRITE 
ABOUT HELPING 
THE HOMELESS WHEN 
PVE ALWAYS 
THOUGHT THEY WERE 

FREELOADERS?” 


After seeing so many homeless people wandering 
the streets and sleeping in train stations I, the writer of 
this public-service ad, have come to consider myself 
somewhat knowledgeable about what they're like. 

Which brings me to the question that was in the 
back of my mind before I read the information I found. 
Why would anyone want to help dirty rude people who 
for the most part seem to prefer panhandling over 
honest work? 

As I started reading, however, I found that I wasn't 
as knowledgeable as I had thought. 

The sad truth is, today in the U.S. there are over 
3 million homeless. Most of whom we never see. 

Many are elderly or handicapped, hidden away in 
run-down, rat-infested welfare hotels. Others are work- 


ing families forced to share miserably overcrowded 
apartments just to keep from ending up in the street. 

The Campaign To End Hunger and Homelessness 
is trying to help these hidden homeless by working to 
make ending homelessness an issue in the upcoming 
elections. But they need your help. 

The campaign has come up with a tangible way for 
us to show the candidates that we care. Send them a key. 

They'll know what it means because they'll be get- 
ting thousands of keys from thousands of others who 
like you want to know what they plan to do to stop this 
suffering. 

And you can rest assured that thousands of keys 
will be much harder to overlook than the people we'll 
be helping. 


9 CAMPAIGN TO END HUNGER & HOMELESSNESS 


714 G Street SE Washington, DC. 20003 202-547-0461 


never threw more than ten touchdown 
passes in any of his five seasons with the 
Chiefs. Until he proves himself, the Steel- 
ers will still have to rely on a punishing 
ground game led by Earnest Jackson, 
Frank Pollard, and Walter Abercrombie. 
For the team to go anywhere—especially 
now that All-Pro receiver John Stallworth 
has retired —Blackledge will have to hook 
up early and often with Louis Lipps, who's 
coming off a subpar season. If Black- 
ledge and a loose Lipps can sink ships, 
watch out for Pittsburgh: Last year the 
Steelers’ aggressive defense scored 
seven touchdowns, which was one more 
than Malone passed for. 

In '87, the Oilers sneaked up on a lot 
of teams to finish 9-6 and wind up in the 
play-offs, where they managed to beat 
Seattle. Although "Luv Ya, Blue" signs 
popped up all over the Astrodome, out- 
side of Houston the Oilers earned them- 
selves a reputation as outlaws. Accord- 
ing to Pittsburgh's Chuck Noll, Houston's 
brand of football isn't merely rough and 
tough—it's down and dirty. Noll is very 
angry at Coach Jerry Glanville, whose 
team beat the Steelers twice last fall. De- 
spite Noll's assessment, gorilla warfare 
had little to do with the Oilers' revival. For 
that, Houston fans can thank quarter- 
back Warren Moon. Last year Moon threw 
21 touchdown passes (his N.FL.-career 
high), but he also threw 18 intercep- 
tions—steadiness is still not his strong 
point. Quality wide receivers Drew Hill 
and Ernest Givens each accounted for 
more than 900 yards and six touch- 
downs, and they'll once again plague op- 
posing defenses. Speaking of defenses: 
Houston is in dire need of revamping. The 
Oilers are easy marks to run and throw 
against—they ranked 17th in each of 
those categories last year—but instead 
of beefing up the bulwarks, the Oilers 
used their first-round draft pick on Mich- 
igan State halfback Lorenzo White 


A.FC. WESTERN DIVISION 

Chuck Knox no longer relies on the reg- 
ular N.FL. draft to add great college play- 
ers to his team. Last year he picked up 
all-American linebacker Brian Bosworth 
in the supplemental draft (thereby for- 
feiting Seattle's first-round pick in this 
year's draft); and this season he ac- 
quired quarterback Kelly Stouffer from the 
Cardinals. Stouffer, until he's ready to take 
Dave Krieg's job away, will play the role 
of backup; until then, he'll provide the 
Seahawks with a solid backup. Despite 
ranking third among A.FC. passers last 
year (2,131 yards and 23 touchdowns), 
Krieg is a model of inconsistency. When 
he's off, Krieg performs like the Second 
Coming of Mark Malone—in '87 he threw 
15 interceptions and fumbled the ball 
away 11 times to lead the AFC. in that 
particular department. A consistent 
quarterback could take Seattle a long 
way, for the Seahawks are stocked with 
All-Pros. On offense, All-Pro running back 
Curt Warner and All-Pro receiver Steve 
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Largent (who needs only 106 more yards 
to surpass Charlie Joiner's all-time yard- 
age record for receivers) are responsible 


for most of the fireworks. All-Pro defen- | 


Sive end Jacob Green (nine and a half 
sacks last year) and All-Pro linebacker 
Fredd Young anchor a disciplined unit that 
will grow more and more ferocious—add 
to that Bosworth, who had a fine rookie 
year and will mature into an All-Pro him- 
self. If Krieg performs, the Seahawks 
could wind up in the Super Bowl 

Storm clouds are starting to gather 
above Mile High Stadium. In the last two 
years the Broncos have been embar- 
rassed in Super Bowls by the Giants and 
the Redskins, to whom they lost by an 
aggregate score of 81-30. Coach Dan 
Reeves remembers what former Viking 
coach Bud Grant said after his Minne- 
sota team had lost four Super Bowls. "Bud 
said 0-4 in the Super Bowl is better than 
0-0," Reeves recalls. "If | have two more 
chances, I'll let you know if 0—4 is better 
than 0-0.” John Elway, the N.FL.'s high- 
est-paid quarterback, has now become 
air game for feebleminded sportswriters 
who charge that he can't win the big one. 
Elway says he doesnt listen to critics, and 
he shouldn't: Last year he passed for 
3,198 yards and 19 touchdowns, and he 
also gained 304 yards rushing. With an 
average of 374.9 yards a game, Denver 
ed the A.FC. in offense (with Tony Dor- 
sett in the backfield, it can only get bet- 
ter); and its defense, aided by sack 
specialists Rulon Jones and Karl Meck- 
enburg (seven each), led the A.FC. in 
interceptions with 28. But none of the 
above meant anything in the Super Bowl, 
and after getting their butts whipped there 
wice in a row, 1 expect the Broncos to 
experience a slight letdown 

In his debut with the Chiefs last year, 
Coach Frank Gansz took a team that 
made the play-offs in '86 and led them to 
a 4—11 record. The Chiefs finished 1—7 
on the road, which Gansz will be asked 
to hit if his boys don't do a lot better this 
lime around. Toward that end, Gansz was 
able to pry quarterback Steve DeBerg 
loose from Tampa Bay, where he threw 
or 1,891 yards, 14 touchdowns, and only 
seven interceptions last year. DeBerg will 
be a valuable backup and could con- 
ceivably displace starter Bill Kenney, who 
ast year threw for 2,107 yards, 15 touch- 
downs, and nine interceptions. The Chiefs 
have superb wide-outs in All-Pro Carlos 
Carson (55 receptions for an A.F.C.-lead- 
ing 1,044 yards) and Stephone Paige (43 
receptions for 707 yards). What they don't 
have is a running game—in '87, Kansas 
City scored a measly seven touchdowns 
rushing, fewest in the A.FC. K.C.'s ane- 
mic offensive line is in critical need of 
young blood: Last fall the Chiefs allowed 
opponents to rush for 344 first downs and 
155.5 yards a game, both of which were 
A.FC. highs. Gansz picked up Nebraska 
defensive end Neil Smith and Auburn de- 
fensive back Kevin Porter in the college 
draft, and if those two pan out as planned, 
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THESAFESENSUALFULFILLMENT OF YOUR SEXUAL FANTASIES 


INTIMATE, DISCREET AND UNINHIBITED FOR DISCRIMINATING ADULTS 


BRING ALL THE PICTURES 
TO LIFE... CALL 
LESLIE 


213 550-0560 


AE/MC/V DIRECT CALLBACK UPON REQUEST 


a 
MY NAME IS LIZ, 
BUT MOST GUYS CALL ME 
THE "FRENCH TICKLER" 


213 657-5580 


AE/MC/V DIRECT CALL BACK UPON REQUEST 


HOT & WILD! 
I LOVE TO TALK DIRTY 
CALL ME, 
VICKI 


305-963-3144 


V/MC/AE DIRECT CALL-BACKS 24 HRS 


I'M ALWAYS AVAILABLE . . . 
TO FULFILL YOUR EVERY 
DESIRE AND NEED!! 
I'M WAITING, WENDY 


(213) 657-4057 


AE/MC/V/ DIRECT CALL BACK ON REQUEST 


CALL RAQUEL 
MISTRESS OF FANTASY 
LOVE HONOR AND OBEY 


(213) 854-3425 


AE/MC/V DIRECT CALL BACK ON REQUEST 


CALL ME, I'LL MELT 
IN YOUR MOUTH 
CANDI 


1-415-626-0994 


MC/AE/V/D 24 HOURS 


INDULGE YOURSELF 
OPEN MY TREASURE 
CHEST FOR YOUR LUSTY 
DELIGHT. I'M HONEY 


213 652-7442 


AE/MC/V DIRECT CALL BACK ON REQUEST 


чт, 
IGNITE MY PASSIONS 
I NEED YOUR HELP TO 
SATISFY MY EROTIC 
DREAMS CALL BLONDI 


(818) 789-4150 


AE/MC/V DIRECT CALL BACK ON REQUEST 


FRIENDLY FUN AND EASY 
CALL ME! 
HEATHER 


1-415-567-3112 


V/MC/AE 24 HOURS 


Put the whole world at your fingertips, with... 


Venturer 
MultiBand 
Receiver 
Only 80995“ 


*But read the ad for 
an even better deal! 


he Venturer Receiver gives you cris] 

reception over the full ten bands ol 
the radio spectrum, including, of course, 
the entire AM/FM range. But you can also 
roam the international shortwave and 
ham radio bands (4 to 12 mHz) for infor- 
mation from all over the world. And you 
can pick up the TV-audio from channels 
2 to 13, a great way to keep up with your 
favorite programs, But there is more: 
Listen to 24-hr. reports of the U.S. 
Weather Bureau, and get news of all sup- 
port services— police, fire, ships, and civil 
defense. Then there is the aircraft band, 
and all 40 channels of the CB band. The 


FOR FASTEST SERVICE, ORDER 

TOLL FREE (800) 621-1203 

24 hours a day, 7 days a week 

Please give order 91195 Е643 for the MultiBand Re- 
ceiver, and for the cassette version, give order 
#1196 E643. If you prefer, mail check or card 
authorization and expiration. We need daytime 
phone for all orders and issuing bank for charge 
orders. We cannot ship without this information. 


«We have a small 
monthly allotment of the Venturer 2, 
same as the standard Venturer, but it also plays cassette 
tapes. It costs $30 more—$129.95. The "spectal deal — 

3 for the price of 2—is also available for this model. 


Venturer works off your 110-volt house 
current, off batteries, or off any external 
12V. DC source. 

We import Venturers in container loads 
and can offer them for just $99.95. But we 
have an even better deal: Buy two for 
$199.90, and we'll send you a third one, 
with our compliments absolutely FREE! 
Take advantage of this special offer and order 
your Venturer MultiBand Receiver(s) today! 
UPS/insurance: $6.95 for one Venturer MultiBand 
Receiver, $8.95 for three. Add sales tax for CA deliv- 
ery. You have 30-day retum privilege and one year 
warranty. 


since 1967 


131 Townsend Street, San Francisco, CA 94107 


Frank might just be back next year. But 
don't bet on it. 

At 35, Mike Shanahan is the youngest 
coach in the N.EL. Shanahan, who takes 
over for retired Tom Flores, says he's 
going to be his own man with the Raiders. 
Maybe he believes that, but | don't. Team 
owner Al Davis is not about to give some- 
one else control of his team. And it is his 
team— just ask him. And while you're at 
it, ask Al why he still hasn't come up with 
a passable quarterback, the team's—his 
team's—most glaring need for several 
years now. In training camp, L.A.'s cast 
of quarterbacks included Rusty Hilger (a 
lackluster wanna-be), Vince Evans (a pint- 
size never-was), and yes, even Jim Plun- 
kett, who hasn't played in two years and 
is now pushing 42. If not for their gaping 
hole al quarterback, the Raiders would 
have an awesome offense: Al Davis fi- 
nally woke up and disposed of million- 
dollar bust Marc Wilson. Their lethal 
backfield includes Marcus Allen and self- 
proclaimed football hobbyist Bo Jackson 
and, if the Navy grants him shore leave 
early enough, former Heisman Trophy 
winner Napoleon McCallum. As wide- 
cuts, the Raiders have James Lofton and 
last year's Heisman Trophy winner, Tim 
Brown of Notre Dame. Tight end Todd 
Christensen was an All-Pro last season 
(what else is new?), so Los Angeles 
doesn't lack for receivers. Nor are there 
any problems on a defensive unit led by 
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ends Howie Long and Greg Townsend 
The offensive line is another matter, how- 
ever—last year's Raiders allowed 53 
Sacks. Even so, the Raiders would have 
a shot at getting to the Super Bowl if they 
merely had a capable quarterback. But 
they dont, so they won't. 

Now that Dan Fouts has retired, the 
Chargers, coming off an 8-7 season, also 
have a quarterback problem. Barring a 
last-minute trade, San Diego will have a 
three-Mark quarterback corps: Mark 
Herrmann, Mark “Pickles” Vlasic, and— 
hold your applause until the end—Mark 
Malone, who got booed out of Pittsburgh 
despite throwing the best bounce passes 
in pro football. The Chargers’ gifted trio 
of receivers—tight end Kellen Winslow 
and wide-outs Lionel James and Wes 
Chandler—this fall will seem like three 
amigos wandering the Sahara in search 
of a water hole. San Diego can't cut it on 
the ground, either. The Chargers had the 
worst rushing attack in the A.FC. last 
season (only 1,308 yards), so don't look 
for them to put too many points up on the 
board. San Diego's defense has im- 
proved, but not nearly as much as its of- 
fense has deteriorated. Welcome to last 
place in the A.FC. West. 


N.FC. EASTERN DIVISION 

Last fall the Giants were still so preoc- 
cupied with their 1987 Super Bow! title 
that Coach Bill Parcells and his players 


produced more books (eight, count them 
eight) than they did victories (only six of 
thase). Like the Giants themseives, the 
books (eight, count them, eight) were big 
osers. After dropping their first twa 
games and allthree replacement games. 
the Giants just never got out of the start- 
ing blocks. That didn't apply to Phil 
Simms, New York's fiery quarterback. 
Despite missing three games with a 
strained knee, Simms passed for 2,230 
yards and 17 touchdowns, and com- 
pleted a career-high 57.8 percent of his 
hrows. The Giants obviously had no 
rouble moving the ball through the air, 
but they played like dead ducks on the 
ground: Joe Morris, who ran for 14 TDs 
іп '86, rushed for only three last fall. With 
Brad Benson gone and Karl Nelson re- 
covering from Hodgkin's disease, the 
Giants' offensive line needs a quick fix— 
and that's just what it's got. New York's 
press corps has dubbed the club's top- 
two draft picks "Goliath I" (Eric Moore, а 
296-pound offensive tackle from Indi- 
ana) and "Goliath II" (John Elliott, a 305- 
pound offensive tackle from Michigan) 
With an augmented offense and their re- 
liable, murderous defense—the house- 
hold names are linebackers Lawrence 
Taylor (12 sacks last year), Carl Banks 
(nine), and Harry Carson—the Giants 
look ready to regain their form. 

The Redskins realize how tough it is to 
repeat as Super Bowl champions. Wash- 
ington faced that challenge twice during 
the 1980s, and failed to repeat both times. 
No team in this decade has won two 
straight Super Bowls, a fact not lost on 
savvy 'Skins Coach Joe Gibbs. "| just 
want to get through our division first," he 
says. "I think the Giants are mad about 
what happened last year and will come 
roaring back. Philadelphia is coming on 
and so are the Cardinals." So are the 
Redskins, for that matter. Before the col- 
lege draft, Washington dramatically up- 
graded its linebacking by signing All-Pro 
free agent Wilber Marshall, the baddest 
Bear ever to escape captivity in Chicago. 
In the college draft, the Skins also picked 
up the placekicker they wanted—Min- 
nesotas Chip Lohmiller—so they can 
hardly be accused of standing pat. Com- 
ing off his record-setting Super Bowl per- 
formance, a serenely confident Doug 
Williams will start the season as the Red- 
skins' No. 1 quarterback. I'll skip Wash- 
ington's laundry list of Super Bowl heroes 
in favor of cutting to the chase: The two 
games between the Redskins and the 
Giants this fall will feature the N.FC.s 
Super Bowl entry. 11 be surprised—but 
| won't be shocked—if it's the 'Skins 

Thats right, guys, they're now the 
Phoenix Cardinals. And yes, these pros- 
perous refugees from St. Louis are still 
part of the N.FC. East. Cardinal quarler- 
back Neil Lomax couldn't be happier with 
the move—it's a lot more fun throwing the 
football in desert heat than during mid- 
western blizzards. Lomax, a Pro Bowler 
last year, topped N.FC. quarterbacks in 


passing yardage (3.387 yards) and was 
second in touchdown passes with 24. 
With 91 catches, J. T. Smith led the Car- 
dinals (and the N.FL.) in receptions by a 
wide margin, followed by veteran speed 
burner Roy Green (43) and tight end Rob 
Awalt (42). Little Stump Mitchell spear- 
headed the Cards' ground game with 781 
rushing yards, followed by Earl Ferrell with 
512. Good, but not great. Want to know 
why the Cardinals finished 7—8? Check 
out their defense, which. gave up a total 
of 368 points. These Phoenix birdies 
aren't quite ready to rise from the ashes, 
but at least they won't get their ashes 
kicked all year. 

Matters are not at all pleasant between 
Coach Buddy Ryan and Philadelphia's 
management. Last season Ryan publicly 
berated the front-office suits for rounding 
up a hapless replacement team that sad- 
dled his club with three losses. ‘As far as 
I'm concerned, we won seven games and 
lost five," says Ryan about his second 
season with the Eagles. That was a big 
improvement over his first year, when 
Philly finished 5-10-1. Attribute much of 
the Eagles’ progress to the continued de- 
velopment of fourth-year quarterback 
Randall Cunningham. In '87, Cun- 
ningham threw for 2,786 yards and 23 
touchdowns. He also led all N.EL. quar- 
terbacks—and the Eagles as well—in 
rushing, with 505 yards. Philadelphia's 
ground game clearly needs a whole lotta 
help. The place to start is the offensive 
line, which last season allowed an N.FL.- 
high 72 sacks. With that in mind, Philly 
drafted wisely and well. Oklahoma tight 
end Keith Jackson and Miami offensive 
tackle Matt Patchan will both start, mak- 
ing their presence felt in a hurry. The Ea- 
gles own sack pack is led by All-Pro 
Reggie White, who registered an amaz- 
ing (and league-leading) 21 sacks in only 
12 games last fall. He's not there yet, but 
Ryan is definitely building himself a Super 
Bowl contender. 

Tom Landry, the only coach the Cow- 
boys have ever had, has announced that 
he'll probably retire after the '89 cam- 
paign. He really should have taken it on 
the lam after last season, because this 
year promises to be truly brutal. To start 
with, Dallas probably has the toughest 
schedule of any team in the league, and 
to make matters just a tad worse, the 
Cowboys are once again knee-deep in 
a quarterback controversy. Last fall a bad 
wrist caused Danny White, now 36, to 
throw 17 interceptions, second-highest 
in the N.EC. When Steve Pelluer got the 
call, he stepped in and completed 55 of 
101 passes with just two interceptions. 
Expect the Cowboys' offense to again re- 
volve around Herschel Walker. Dallas's 
lone ranger last year rushed for 891 yards 
and caught 60 passes for 715 yards, while 
an unhappy, unproductive Tony Dorsett 
was benched. It was no surprise that he 
was traded to Denver. I'm told that Dallas 
may switch from its famed Flex Defense 
to a 3-4 setup. Anything would seem 


better after the Cowboys' "87 showing, 
when they gave up 348 points. Saddle 
up your horse, Tom. It's time to ride out 
into the sunset. 


N.EC. CENTRAL DIVISION 

With an 8—7 record last season, Minne- 
sota barely made it to the play-offs: but 
once they got there, the Vikings made 
believers out of every pro-football fan in 
America. For openers, Minnesota 
trounced the Saints in New Orleans, 
44—10, and then walloped the 49ers in 
San Francisco, 36-24. Before anyone re- 
alized it, the Vikings suddenly were only 
one game away from the Super Bowl. In 
Ihe end, they were only one play away— 
if they hadn't screwed up a goal-line pass 
in the final second of the game, they would 
have gone to overtime against Washing- 
ton. Instead, they lost, 17—10. Make no 
mistake about it: Minnesota is for real. 
Wade Wilson appears to have displaced 
Tommy Kramer as Minny's starting quar- 
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The Washington Redskins 
are reigning Super 
Bowl champs, but this 
season | predict 
they will be dethroned by 
the New York Giants. 
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terback, and deservedly so. The Vikes 
were 5—2 when Wilson started, and he 
passed for a career-high 2,106 yards, 14 
touchdowns, and an N.FC.-leading 7.98 
yards per reception. Wide receiver An- 
thony Carter had a lot to do with that. 
Carter, who was magnificent in the play- 
offs, averaged 24.3 yards a catch and 
was one of six Vikings named to the Pro 
Bowl. On defense, end Chris Doleman 
(11 sacks) keyed a unit that finished fifth 
in the М.ЕС. Minnesota's ready to go Bear 
hunting this fall. 

Which brings us to Chicago Coach 
Mike Ditka, who's so angry he's got steam 
coming out of his ears. He's angry at 
management for allowing Wilber Mar- 
shall to become a free agent. He's angry 
at Washington for signing Marshall and 
for knocking the Bears out of the play- 
offs last January. At least he's not teed 
off at quarterback Jim McMahon. This 
year Jim actually appears to be ... 
healthy. Although all-time N.EL. rushing 
champ Walter Payton retired after last 
season, Neal Anderson and first-round 
draft choice Brad Muster out of Stanford 
will pick up most of the slack. The Bears 
had the N.FL.'s second-best defense last 


year, but they'll feel the loss of Marshall 
Ditka will probably stay angry all season 
long. 

Desperate people make desperate 

decisions: After last season's 5-9-1 fin- 
ish, Green Bay Coach Forrest Gregg 
tossed in the towel and headed for 
Southern Methodist University, which at 
the moment doesn't even have a football 
team. Lindy Infante, Gregg's succes- 
sor—and Cleveland's offensive coordi- 
nator until he accepted the Packers job— 
will have to work a minor miracle to juice 
up Green Bay's offense. The Packers 
haven't had a quality quarterback since 
Bart Starr, a new tradition that continues 
to persist. Randy Wright and Don Maj- 
kowski simply aren't bona fide МЕГ 
passers, and they proved it last year 
when, under their aegis, the Packs air 
game ranked 25th in the league. Thanks 
to rookie Brent Fullwood, who led the team 
with five rushing touchdowns, Green Bay 
was almost mediocre on the ground. The 
Packs defense was ranked 14th in the 
.EL., so the team isn't in total disarray. 
Still, Green Bay hasn't had a defensive 
back named to the Pro Bowl since 1978. 
nfante left a club that led the A.FC in 
Scoring to head up one that scored the 
second-fewest points in the М.ЕС. 
If you're driving a ten-year-old Ameri- 
can car, you already have a good idea of 
ow Detroit's ownership manages its 
football team: For the most part, the Lions’ 
get-up-and-go has got up and gone. De- 
roit hasn't won a play-off game since the 
N.EL. turned to its postseason sudden- 
death tournament, and the Lions' last di- 
vision title came way back in 1957. In his 
24-year ownership of the team, William 
Clay Ford has made Detroit the Edsel of 
pro football. Changes may be in the off- 
ing, however. This year Ford brought in 
Jerry Vainisi of the Bears to manage the 
team, but Vainisi won't work wonders 
overnight: The toothless Lions are short 
on both talent and depth. Word around 
Ihe league is that if Coach Darryl Rogers 
doesnt get his team off to a good start, 
he'll be fired early in the season. In three 
years under Rogers, the Lions are 
16-31—color him gone. The big ques- 
tion in Detroit is whether third-year quar- 
terback Chuck Long will mature into a 
lop-notch passer. The jury's still out: In 
'87, Long completed 232 passes for 2,598 
yards and 11 touchdowns. He also threw 
20 interceptions—the most in the N.EC.— 
and was the division's next-to-last-ranked 
quarterback. The Lions finished 4—11 in 
'87, and don't seem ready to drive their 
way up anytime soon. Anybody out there 
want to coach an Edsel? 

Coach Ray Perkins has staked his job 
on Vinny Testaverde's strong right arm. 
Perkins sent that message out loud and 
clear during the off-season by trading 
away crafty quarterback Steve DeBerg 
In anticipation of Testaverde's debut, 
Perkins last year traded quarterback 
Steve Young to San Francisco (Young 
looked sensational there) and got next to 
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in effect, more Medicare dollars), 1.M.C. 
was defrauding the Medicare program 
Federal investigators estimate that be- 
tween 1981 and 1986, the HMO bilked 
the government of some $16 million— 
11.9 million of which has never been re- 
covered. 

So another question arises: Why was 
he son of the Vice President of the United 
States performing a personal favor for a 
hug like Miguel Recarey? 

As early as 1982, press accounts were 
bulging with accusations. In the early 
seventies, Recarey resigned as comp- 
troller of Variety Children’s Hospital amid 
allegations of embezzlement. In 1973, he 
served a brief term in prison for failing to 
ile income tax returns. In 1980, the I.R.S. 
assessed Recarey's Miami General (for- 
merly International Hospital) $121,977 in 
back taxes and penalties. The hospital 
was also among the subjects of a grand- 
ury investigation into possible Medicare 
abuse that same year. And in 1982, Re- 
carey's Miami General was forced to re- 
turn $1.3 million in improper Medicare 
payments. If that wasn't enough, in 1984 
still more accusations were hurled at Re- 
carey’s HMO at a hearing before the 


House Select Committee on Aging. 

Why didn't Jeb, who'd been living in 
1.M.C. territory since 1981, take notice? 

Haddow says that during their phone 
conversations, Jeb said he "knew that 
there was a lot of controversy about Re- 
carey, but he wanted to assure me that 
Recarey was a solid guy." In other words, 
these were calls "to say, ‘This is a good 
guy, and anything you might have heard 
tothe contrary really isn't true. | know him 
personally.’ " 

So Jeb Bush vouched forthe character 
of a man more suspect than Ed Meese: 
an HMO administrator who surrounded 
himself with armed bodyguards and who 
counted among his friends Florida's Mafia 
don 

General Accounting Office Director of 
Special Investigations David C. Williams 
said іп his testimony before a House sub- 
committee that Recarey hired mobster 
Santo Trafficante's attorney, Frank Ra- 
gano, in an attempt to obtain financing 
for International Hospital. According to a 
General Accounting Office investigation. 
one financing scheme involved a loan 
from a Teamsters Union pension fund that 
fell through when the hospital group failed 
to pay a bribe, "despite Recarey's insis- 
tence that the bribe be paid." And south 
Florida police agencies have additional 
intelligence reports tying together 


Santo—a crime czar linked to numerous 
gangland slayings—and Miguel. 

LM.C., it seems, had adopted mob 
tactics as routine. In 1981, Recarey be- 
gan tapping the phones of his own em- 
ployees. He later stepped up the sur- 
veillance (having at least one employee 
followed) when a grand jury began is- 
suing subpoenas. And one former as- 
sociate told investigators that when his 
consulting contract was terminated, he 
was "forced to sign a release after being 
confronted by armed bodyguards." 


"Why did | do it?" Jeb has said of his 
involvement with Recarey and І.М.С. 
"Because | didn't think it was going to do 
anyone harm that these people be given 
a fair hearing." 

But it now seems painfully clear that 
|.M.C. did do great harm. David C. Wil- 
liams has said of the Recarey affair: "The 
United States government tragically de- 
livered 200,000 elderly people into the 
hands of a criminal." And this year, a 
House subcommittee report concludes: 
"As a result of its corrupt management 
practices, | М.С. neglected patient care, 
placing Medicare beneficiaries at undue 
risk." 

In April 1986, at another hearing before 
the House Select Committee on Aging, 
Eileen Rundle of Boynton Beach, Florida, 


‘Sylvia! Why couldn't we have gotten a dog that doesn't come when you call him?" 
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gave a face to the term "undue risk." The 
face was her father's. She charged that 
there were two years of agonizing delay 
and inexcusable negligence during 
which, despite serious symptoms, her fa- 
ther never received the proper diagnos- 
tic tests or surgery from І.М.С. By the time 
a private urologist was consulted, the pa- 
tient was riddled with prostate and bone 
cancer. Surgery should have been per- 
formed two years earlier, Rundle testi- 
fied; but by the time of the hearing, the 
HMO still had not delivered a diagnosis. 

Eileen Rundle's father died in July of 
1986, less than a year afterthe expansion 
waiver was granted. 


There is one other explanation that has 
been offered for Jeb Bush's involvement 
in the І.М.С. affair: party patronage. Kevin 
Moley and C. McClain Haddow have said 
that when Jeb called, he mentioned that 
Recarey was a big Republican contrib- 
utor in Florida. In 1985, Jeb was chair- 
man of the Dade County Republican 
party. 

Recarey certainly was a good Repub- 
lican, contributing $100,000 to one G.O.P 
candidate alone: then Florida senator 
Paula Hawkins. Even so, Recarey cov- 
ered all bases. He also supported local 
Democrats, giving $30,000 to Repre- 
sentative Claude Pepper's campaign and 
Political Action Committee. But the most 
consistent and most expensive form of 
support that І.М.С. doled out was to for- 
mer Reagan administration officials 

From 1981 to 1986, more than half a 
dozen high-ranking H.H.S. officials left the 
government to go on |.M.C.’s payroll, re- 
ceiving salaries many times higher than 
those they received as government em- 
ployees, some even receiving six-figure 
sums. The list includes a former H.H.S. 
general counsel, a former director of 
Group Health Plan Operations, and a for- 
mer deputy assistant secretary for public 
affairs. There were also consultants such 
as C. McClain Haddow, who after leaving 
H.H.S. received $38,000 in consulting 
fees from I.M.C. before Recarey fired him 
for refusing to lobby his former col- 
leagues. And there were the lobbyists, 
such as Reagan intimate Lyn Nofziger 
(recently convicted of conflict-of-interest 
charges in another matter) who received 
$300,000 

The House Subcommittee on Human 
Resources and Intergovernmental Rela- 
tions has recently concluded that all of 
these salaries and consultant fees were 
part of a multimillion-dollar 1.M.C. influ- 
ence scheme "to persuade H.H.S. to im- 
properly waive laws and regulations de- 
signed to protect Medicare beneficiaries 

Haddow says that Jeb's calls were also 
part of the І.М.С. strategy. 


So where is everyone now? 

C. McClain Haddow has recently fin- 
ished serving four months on a conflict- 
of-interest conviction in a matter unre- 
lated to 1.М.С. 
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Miguel Recarey, indicted on charges 
of embezzlement, labor-racketeering 
fraud, conspiracy, bribery, and obstruc- 
tion of justice, has been convicted on 
superseding wiretap charges. He is now 
a fugitive from justice. 

1.M.C. went bust last year. 

Santo Trafficante died last year. 

Kevin Moley is now Medicare's director 
of prepaid health care. 

Margaret Heckler is now the American 
ambassador to Ireland. 

Jeb Bush is now Florida's secretary of 
commerce. 


But Miguel Recarey was not the only fu- 
ture felon with whom Jeb Bush has as- 
sociated. Jesus Garcia came later. Al- 
berto Duque before. 


Colombian coffee magnate Alberto 
Duque Rodriguez was another of Jeb's 
business companions who might as well 
have stepped out of an episode of "Miami 
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Jeb Bush met with 
|.M.C. some 41 times to 
discuss their $12 
million deal. Once it 
was sealed, 

Bush Realty stood to gain 
a cool $250,000 
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Vice.” Duque, like Несагеу, liked to live 
high: two private jets, a Rolls, a Ferrari, 
a Mercedes, a North Miami Beach man- 
Sion, a horse farm in North Carolina, 
apartments on New York's Park Avenue 
and Central Park South, a 42-foot Ber- 
tram yacht. Duque apparently also shared 
Recarey's taste for bodyguards. He was 
always on the lookout for assassins. "1 
lived in constant fear,” he told The Miami 
Herald, "that someone, even my own ser- 
vants, would poison my food” 

Despite his fears and his wealth, Al- 
berto Duque had a mission. "My goal," 
he had once told a reporter, "is to try to 
pull a group of young people together 
and do something important." Impor- 
tant? the reporter asked. How so? "Mak- 
ing money." said Duque, "is the only way 
you can keep score in your goals for 
business." 

Early in May 1983, Alberto had a lavish 
dinner party at his waterfront mansion 
Several of his young guests were posi- 
tively bursling with entrepreneurial po- 
tential. Duque must have felt he was on 
the verge of something important: He had 
finally put together his little coterie, his 
power group of superyups. In addition to 


the mayor of Miami and a gaggle of Arab 
bankers, 33-year-old Alberto—the son of 
one of the richest men in Colombia—was 
joined by the son of one of the most pow- 
erful men in America, 30-year-old Jeb 
Bush, as well as Jeb's 35-year-old real 
estate partner, Armando Codina. They 
were doing big business with Duque. 
Their Intrámerica Investments, Inc., was 
building Museum Tower, a $30 million, 
30-story office edifice on West Flagler 
Street in downtown Miami, soon to be- 
come the new headquarters for Alberto's 
General Coffee Corporation. 

Jeb and Duque must have hit it off at 
the party. Only a few days later, the two 
took one of Alberto's private jets to Costa 
Rica for the inauguration of its president. 
When the plane returned to Miami Inter- 
national Airport, however, U.S. Customs 
officials were waiting. Duque and his 
fourth wife, Tana, were forced to disrobe; 
they and the plane were held for four 
hours in an unsuccessful search for 
drugs. 

A month later, a senior law-enforce- 
ment official in Florida would tell The New 
York Times that there had been consis- 
tent "rumors, innuendo, suspicion" that 
Alberto Duque was involved in drug traf- 
ficking. Yet Duque was never arrested for 
drugs. He was arrested for bank fraud. 
The same day his jet returned from Costa 
Rica (apparently sans Jeb Bush), Duque 
was informed by an associate, after the 
strip search, that he was being sued for 
$34 million by Shawmut Boston Interna- 
tional, a bank that was claiming he had 
forged bills of lading to inflate his assets 
Other banks soon followed suit. Within 
days, Duque's considerable empire— 
which included Chase and Sanborn, 
General Coffee, Colombian Coffee Com- 
pany, and City National Bank of Міаті-- 
came crashing down. 

According to courtroom testimony, 
months before his party with Jeb, Duque 
had started using "twin documents," du- 
plicate shipping records, to persuade 
banks that his assets were sizable enough 
to warrant sizable loans. A clerk who had 
worked with Duque testified that she had 
run two computer programs to accom- 
modate two different inventories, one ac- 
tual and one invented. The program for 
the phony inventories, she said, was 
dubbed "the Mickey Mouse program." 

But Duque's scam was anything but 
Mickey Mouse. The Wall Street Journal 
has described it as one of Ihe largest 
cases of bank fraud in history. involving 
some $108 million in loans obtained ille- 
gally. Duque was convicted on 60 of 61 
counts of conspiracy, fraud, and misap- 
plication of bank funds. He got 15 years 
and a $285,000 fine 

Jeb. apparently, got embarrassed. He 
refuses now to discuss his relationship 
with the record-breaking bank frauder 
and suspected drug trafficker. Previ- 
ously, though. Jeb did offer an explana- 
tion. "We." he said, "thoroughly checked 
him out 
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Jesus Garcia, a veteran corrections of- 
ficer at Miami's Dade County Jail, had a 
problem. He had been busted with a si- 
lencer-equipped MAC-10 machine gun 
in his bathroom closet. But that wasn't the 
problem. After all, Garcia knew he had 
been given orders to purchase the 
weapon. He knew he had been told to 
prepare to fly south for some fighting. He 
knew he was part of an operation. And, 
according to his lawyer, he believed this 
operation was protected by "the cloak of 
government." Garcia was certain his ar- 
rest was simply a mistake. This, it turns 
out, was the problem. 

It was August 1985, and the Boland 
Amendment, outlawing arms shipments 
to the Nicaraguan contras, was still in ef- 
fect. Earlier that year, in January, Jesus 
Garcia had been on duty at the jail when 
a familiar face was being booked. A pro- 
duce seller from Alabama had been col- 
lared at Miami International Airport with 
а .380-caliber automatic pistol. It was Tom 
Posey, head of the pro-contra paramili- 
tary group Civilian Material Assistance. 
Garcia had seen him on "Nightline." 

Garcia was impressed by this "famous 
freedom fighter." When Posey was bailed 
out, he left with Garcia's phone number. 
[hat was how it started. But soon Jesus 
was in over his head. In February, he said, 
Posey unveiled a bizarre plan, a plot that 
would put cash in the hands of the con- 
ras and provide a Gulf of Tonkin-style 
opening for direct U.S. military involve- 
ment in Nicaragua. 
It seems that our ambassador to Co- 
lombia, Lewis Tambs, had offended the 
local drug lords; now they had put a price 
on his head: He was worth $1 million 
dead. Tambs was about to be appointed 
ambassador to Costa Rica. According to 
Garcia, Posey discussed bombing the 
U.S. embassy there after the new am- 
bassador arrived. The plan was to collect 
he $1 million in hit money, turn it over to 
the contras, blame the Sandinistas for the 
bomb, and clear the way for a retaliatory 
U.S. invasion. 

The plot was allegedly discussed again 
a few days later, at a meeting arranged 
by Posey. Garcia said he met with five 
other men at a Howard Johnson's near 
Miami International Airport. Garcia iden- 
tified one of the five men as Sam Hall, a 
former C.M.A. member who, in 1986, 
would make headlines after being im- 
prisoned (and later released) by the San- 
dinistas. (Hall was caught in Nicaragua 
with sketches of a nearby airport stuffed 
into his socks.) 

Garcia has also said that he met some- 
one else at Howard Johnson's in 1985: 
Robert Owen, the former State Depart- 
ment consultant who has since admitted 
to Congress his role in Oliver North's 
arms-supply network. 

Jesus Garcia, however, was not as en- 
thusiastic as his new freedom-fighting 
friends. “I just got turned off," he would 
later tell The Miami Herald. "| didn't want 
to talk about hitting an American." 
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But apparently, Jesus wasn't com- 
pletely turned off. (To be fair, even if he 
had wanted to expose the assassination 
plot, it wouldn't have been easy. Tom Po- 
sey has since denied everything, and the 
alleged plot was never carried out. Also, 
back in 1985, and even in early 1986, 
when Garcia finally told his story in detail 
to the FB.l., Sam Hall and Robert Owen 
were not household names. And even 
then few believed Garcia's tale.) He stuck 
with the group, helping to load a van with 
crates of American M-16s, Soviet AK-47s, 
mortar tubes, and a few grenade launch- 
ers, which he said eventually became 
cargo on a March 6, 1985, flight from Fort 
Lauderdale to Costa Rica. 

The following summer, one of the men 
who had bailed Posey out of the Dade 
County Jail allegedly told Garcia to get 
ahold of a machine gun and silencer. On 
August 8, another man, Allen Saum, told 
Jesus that he was to be sent on an im- 
portant mission: to blow up the Sovet 
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The question is: 
Why was the son of the 
Vice President of 
the United States doing a 
personal favor for a 
thug like Miguel Recarey? 
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embassy in Managua. Garcia would later 
estify that Saum referred to this mission 
as "George Bush's baby." 
Garcia liked the idea. He said "it would 
be a pleasure" to blow up a Soviet em- 
bassy. But Saum, who left behind him a 
wake of documented calls to contra lead- 
ers and to the offices of the Joint Chie 
of Staff and the White House, did some- 
hing strange. He tipped off the F.B.I. And 
he befuddled corrections officer was 
nabbed with what a prosecutor would 
ater describe as an "assassination kit” 
At first, Garcia believed the whole thing 
was simply an unfortunate misunder- 
standing. He was convinced a call would 
come and the case would be dropped. 
t wasn't. And in the fall of 1985, Jesus 
Garcia decided there was only one thing 
to do: He would pay a visit to Jeb Bush. 
Garcia's lawyer, public defender John 
Mattes, told The National Law Journal that 
Jesus believed Jeb was simply "the man 
to see." And see him he did. Mattes said 
that his investigator, Ralph Maestri, got 
confirmation from Jeb that the meeting 
actually took place. 
Apparently, Garcia chatted with the son 
of the Vice President about his contra- 
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supply work for Posey's outfit, as well as 
about his felony rap. He also gave Jeb a 
letter for George Bush, and asked for 
help. But according to Mattes, Jeb told 
Jesus to “take care of your own problem’ 
and to forget about how all this would 
affect the contras' image. 

It was some time after his meeting with 
the younger Bush that Jesus finally ac- 
knowledged that he had been set up. He 
testified in court that Allen Saum had been 
sent to Miami to “put me in jail” because 
he had voiced opposition to some of the 
contra-related missions. Allen Saum, 
whom an ЕВ.І. agent said had identified 
himself as working for the White House, 
never showed up for the trial. 

Jesus was convicted on four felony 
counts. He got three years. 

Obvious questions, however, persist. If 
Garcia was indeed part of a network 
supplying arms to the contras when such 
action was illegal, why was Jeb meeting 
with him—unless he, too, was part of that 
network? (Reports by CBS News and 
others have suggested such a connec- 
tion.) Or, if Jesus Garcia was not part of 
the Robert Owen-Oliver North shadow 
government, why was Jeb Bush meeting 
with a man who had recently, and quite 
publicly, been arrested for possession of 
an "assassination kit"? 

As with his relationships with Miguel 
Recarey and Alberto Duque, Jeb Bush 
refuses to comment. 


During the primaries. soon after aides to 
George Bush had apparently leaked ru- 
mors of impropriety in the management 
of Elizabeth Dole's blind trust, the Vice 
President went for the throat. He called 
on candidates to "set a high standard in 
terms of your personal finances." He 
didn't have to mention his rival, Senator 
Bob Dole, by name. Everyone got the 
message: Even family members of pres- 
idential contenders should be held to 
strict account. Now that the general elec- 
ion is approaching, and he finds his son's 
affairs being scrutinized, | wonder if the 
Republican nominee will waffle on his 
earlier position. 
There are still many unanswered ques- 
tions about the company Jeb keeps. 
Questions about his business with and 
his favors for a Mafia-connected thug who 
preyed on the elderly to bilk Medicare of 
millions. Questions about his coziness 
with a nine-figure bank frauder and sus- 
pected drug trafficker. Questions about 
his meeting with a man who packs a ma- 
chine gun 
Perhaps the fall campaign will flush 
some of the answers out into the open. 
Perhaps no 

We already know this: If George Bush 
wins in November, son Jeb's stock will 
soar. If, however, his father loses, Jeb 
Bush may be casting around for a new 
angle on his career. 

Perhaps the producers of "Miami Vice" 
might be interested in an ambitious young 
story consultant. Og 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 87 


conclusion | have. My intuition was not in 
the least ridiculous. They are alive. They 
may not actually fly off the buildings they 
adorn (in Burn, Witch, Burn, a much bet- 
ter film than Gargoyles, one does exactly 
that—it is a hideous sequence which, 
once seen, can never be forgotten) or 
hide behind their soot-blackened towers 
and chimneys when those aware of their 
presence pass below; but they are, 
nonetheless, alive. 


The most nightmarish thing about this 
gallery of stone nightmare faces is that, 
stone or not, pocked and eroded by time 
and pollution or not, spray-painted by 
vandals or not . . . they are alive. It is sim- 
ply impossible to look at these pictures 
and believe anything else. 


There might be people out there scan- 
ning these words and thinking, "He means 
that in a figurative sense, of course. He 
must. Because anyone who really thought 
stone gargoyles are alive ... well, that 
would be a guy long overdue for a little 
rest-cure at the neighborhood funny 
farm." 

But 1 do believe they are alive—know 
they are, in fact and am in complete 
possession of my faculties (ask any lu- 
natic and he'll tell you the same thing, 
heh-heh-heh). 

Because | write fiction, my job de- 
pends upon my imagination. Imagina- 
tion, in turn, depends upon that wide eye, 
that interested, examining, unprejudiced 
stare which may eventually judge but 
which comes to its subject utterly without 
preconceptions—only the hope one will 
See success rather than failure, not for 
any altruistic reason, but for a sublimely 
selfish one: A creatively "made thing" in- 
spires the person exposed to it with a 
clear sense of wonder and joy ... and, 
looking at these gargoyles, | felt those 
things just as surely as l felt horror and a 
revulsion so immediate that it was almost 
instinctive . . . the way that some people 
feel about snakes, the way | feel only 
about bats and spiders. 

A piece of sculpture, be it a sculpture 
by Rodin or one of those nameless stone 
horrors peering through the overgrown 
trash wood on the banks of the Hudson 
River, is not alive in any physical sense; 
it does not breathe, bleed, nor, in spite of 
my imagination, does it fly away or hide 
behind the chimneys (I don't think so, 
anyway, although | could swear there 
were less of them when |... oh, never 
mind). 

But the sky does not breathe, bleed, 
or hide behind chimneys, and yet we may 
say it is alive because it changes con- 
stantly. Not only is it different from one 
day to the next, but it may be different 
from one moment to the next, depending 
on our own moods, which, being alive, 
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are in their own constant state of flux. We 
may not look at the sky as often as adults 
as we did as children, staring at it with 
that wide eye of total open-minded- 
ness—that eye which is the wellspring of 
wonder and thus the doorway to imagi- 
nation—but we do continue to look at it; 
and even hurrying to work, minds busy 
ordering the business of the day, per- 
haps late, that last cup of coffee burning 
acidic in the stomach, we may stop, all 
else forgotten, momentarily transfixed by 
a configuration of clouds that looks ex- 
actly like a pair of frightened, running 
horses being pursued by a bull. 


Rich folks and rich churches (the medi- 
eval-late Renaissance equivalent of "The 
700 Club,” so to speak) competing to own 
the biggest, best, and most rococo gar- 
goyles. Must keep up with the Joneses, 
you know. So they hired the best artists 
they could find to do them up some really 
boss gargoyles. Because the best artists 
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this cold comfort: In the 
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were, by and large, also the poorest art- 
ists (a state of affairs that doesn't change 
a whole lot from one generation to the 
next) most of them took the assign- 
ments. After all, even the best artists have 
to eat. But they weren't too crazy about 
giving their best to creating a bunch of 
things which were, beneath the fancy ic- 
ing, nothing but a bunch of pipes to drain 
rainwater. Artists are quite good at find- 
ing sly means of revenge, however; and 
if my memory really is correct, many of 
these fellows got theirs by turning the 
gargoyles into hideous caricatures of the 
very men who had paid them to create 
the gargoyles. If so, | don't really blame 
them. Suppose you were a great poet 
with a wife and a kid on the verge of dying 
of malnutrition, and some Jay Gould type 
offered you 10,000 bucks to decorate the 
plain white wallpaper of his bathroom. . . 
with your own original poems, on condi- 
tion that they must be written in your own 
hand and never reprinted anywhere? 
Under such circumstances, might you be 
tempted to write a few sarcastic japes in 
iambic pentameter, japes just a little too 
sophisticated for your patron to under- 
stand? Not in the spirit of revenge, but 


just to salvage a little of your own self- 
respect? 

Well, that may not be the right story; 
but as the saying goes, if it ain't true, it 
oughta be. And it feels right, somehow. 
What, after all, comes more naturally to 
human beings than turning simple ne- 
cessities into status symbols? Drain- 
pipes become gargoyles spitting dirty 
water from between fanged jaws, the 
porcelain disposal units into which we 
evacuate our waste become “thrones” 
(the ultimate in the toilet-as-throne craze 
is, | think, the one you can get with the 
Lucite ring into which all sorts of coins 
and bills have been embedded, so you 
can take a shit while your ass is resting 
on approximately a hundred dollars in 
various types of currency), beds into 
symbols of taste and/or wealth. 

And yet the origin of the beast is en- 
ightening, because it points directly to- 
ward the purpose of the art form. A drain 
is a perfectly utilitarian device for venting 
waste water; gargoyles, with their dream- 
ike, hideous array of faces, may well 
serve much the same purpose for our 
minds: as a way of venting the mental 
waste material made up of our hidden 
ears, inadequacies, and even our un- 
realized and mostly unacknowledged 
aggressions (you might note, as you leaf 
hrough these pages, how many of these 
beasts are seemingly insane with rage). 


have written a number of so-called “hor- 
ror novels” in an effort to articulate some 
of these fears and aggressions, feeling 
(and, again, it is feeling, the logic of the 
nerve endings rather than the forebrain) 
hat expression is the first step toward 
understanding, and understanding is the 
only path to reconciling the brave and 
heroic people we'd like to be with the 
psychopathic impulses and craven ten- 
dencies that live inside in spite of all we 
do to root them out. 


The faces the viewer looks upon as he or 
she turns these pages are not the faces 
of Cornel Wilde gargoyles, actors in bad 
costumes who have only been rendered 
marginally real by technical hocus-po- 
cus; these are not latex masks which can 
be pulled off when the shooting is done. 


They are real. They are alive. 


| can't say | speak for “most people” 
(whoever they are), but | suspect I’m not 
alone when | say that, if asked during a 
word-association test to respond to the 
word gargoyle, the word Га spit out, given 
no time to think, wouldn't be "monster" or 
"statue"; it would be Medusa. This is also 
rather ironic, because the lady with the 
snaky hairdo is probably more famous for 
turning folks to stone than she is for be- 
coming a piece of sculpture herself . 

which she did. Medusa, a creature too 
horrible for mortals to look upon, offers 
at least this cold comfort: In the end, she 
was too horrible to look at herself. She, 


the queen of nightmares with her writhing 
crown of snakes, became the world's first 
real gargoyle. 

But go back a second. Living, Medusa 
turned men from flesh to stone—proto- 
type gargoyles, one must surely sup- 
pose, with faces stretched into goblin gri- 
maces of horror. Faced with her own 
reflection, she became a stone mon- 
strosity (her mouth open in a shriek from 
which dirty water might pour during rainy 
spells, one may also suppose), one which 
living men might look upon with no fear 


of their lives . . . but not without fear for 
their sleep at least . . . and, at most, their 
sanity. 


lam suggesting that the gargoyles you 
will come upon here may continue to per- 
form their original function: to drain away 
that which might otherwise cause rot and 
erosion. Their horrible, stony faces offer 
a unique catharsis; when we look upon 
them and shudder, we create the exact 
reversal of the Medusa myth: We are not 
flesh turned to stone, but flesh proving it 
is flesh still, if only by the bumps that cool 
flush of fear always produces. It is not too 
much to say that great art, no matter how 
primitive, constantly recreates the imag- 
ination and keeps it from turning to stone. 

Epiphany is not what I'm talking about. 
If you want epiphany, which is (at least, 
as | understand it) a kind of magic com- 
munion of emotion, and if you find it here. 
please stay away from me. | am talking 
rather about catharsis, a connection less 
magical and delicate but a good deal 
more practical. English profs are apt to 
speak with equal reverence about both, 
epiphany and catharsis, but in my own 
mind there is nothing pretty about real 
catharsis. Itis a painful meeting in which 
a human being is emotionally over- 
whelmed by some sort of art—brutalized 
by it, almost raped (and that is why the 
most cathartic art is almost always the 
most primitive)—but who emerges better 
for that invasion. There is nothing pretty 
about having your stomach pumped or 
pissing into a catheter, or having a doctor 
put a drain into an impacted cyst to drain 
off the laudable pus. 

Not pretty . . . but useful. 


The photos you look upon are undoubt- 
edly the work of artists; yet the subjects, 
even those meant to look benign, are un- 
speakably alien, faces which will haunt 
you when the lights are out. 

But their power is undeniable, and | 
think their function is just as it was before 
someone started the race to see who 
could gussy them up the most: They are 
dark throats, dark gullets, dark drains 
from which accumulated muck may spew 

. and thus be dissipated. 

Look closely, because we see these 
ominous /ares of the human psyche so 
seldom. They are there, these night- 
mares, but they are in the sky. Look 
closely, because even when you don't see 
them... 

. they are watching you.O+—s 
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cases are only as good as their on-field 
personnel. We contended for the cham- 
pionship the last several years because 
we had players like Davis, Daniels, Buddy 
Bell, John Franco, and myself. 
Penthouse: Is Pete Rose on the hot seat 
as Cincinnati's manager? 

Parker: He most certainly is, because my 
trade was made when the team was on 
the threshold of winning the West. Be- 
cause of something personal, he got rid 
of not only one of the leaders, but one of 
the talents on the ball club. It was a bone- 
head trade, and Pete made it. They need 
a quality player to hit behind Eric Davis, 
and | don't see one. 

Penthouse: In general, are managers 
overrated? 

Parker: | don't really feel that way. Really. 
a manager is only as good as his players. 
It may sound corny, but it's true. How- 
ever, some managers may be better than 
others. Whitey Herzog is one. He was the 
best manager I've seen in the National 
League. I've watched him pull quite a few 
extra things to win ball games. Yet | dont 
care who the manager is. The big thing 
is for a manager to be able to commu- 
nicate with his players. 

Penthouse: What about Eric Davis? Is he 
going to be a superstar? 

Parker: He's already one. He's probably 
the most complete athlete in the league. 
He has above-average running speed, 
an above-average throwing arm, and 
above-average power. | mean, this guy 
can do it all, and he has good work hab- 
its. On top of that, he's a great person. | 
only wish the best for him. 

Penthouse: Yet he didnt play as many 
games as you did last year. 

Parker: | made it possible for him to do 
that because | was on the field and he 
could sit out games if anything was both- 
ering him. This year, instead of me, theres 
Tracy Jones and Paul O'Neill. You ana- 
lyze the talent and think about which one 
you would want out there—me, Jones, ог 
O'Neill. Pete Rose cut off his nose to spite 
his face. I've had a great relationship with 
Davis and Daniels, and they have to be 
looking at the trade and asking them- 
selves, "If I'm out with an injury or have 
a bad season, will | get traded the way 
they did to Parker, who was a 14-year vet- 
eran with a lifetime .297 batting average, 
and who won every major award you can 
win? Is he going to the press about me, 
too?" That's going to be the lasting effect 
of this trade. That's what it says to me 
Penthouse: How do you feel about get- 
ting traded out of the National League 
after having played there your entire ca- 
reer? 

Parker: No question, it's a major adjust- 
ment. | think it would have been a lot 
tougher if | hadn't come to an organiza- 
tion like Oakland. They really care about 
their people. The manager, Tony La- 
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Russa, is definitely a straightforward type 
and | like that. He was totally honest with 
me from day one. He told me that they 
wanted me on the club, and they didn't 
trade for me because of the thing with 
Pete Rose. He said they were totally 
shocked that | was available. They were 
looking for someone to hit between Jose 
Canseco and Mark McGwire, and they 
jumped at the opportunity to get me. hat 
made me feel good, feel wanted. 
Penthouse: How much of an adjustment 
will you have to make as a hitter? 
Parker: Right off the bat, | have to be more 
selective, because this is basically a 
breaking-ball league. | have to alter my 
swing a little bit, because of being chal- 
lenged more and because of the shorter 
dimensions in right field in a lot of the 
American League ballparks. I'm getting 
my hands on top of the ball in order to go 
to left field. Jim Lefebvre, our batting 
coach, helped me a lot in spring training. 
If һауе any problems, l'Il switch back to 


o r Y i 
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Parker fought his way 
out of a Cincinnati ghetto as 
the leader of a youth 
gang. “I walked the streets 
with a No. 32 football 
jersey [Jim Brown's number]. 
Pete Rose didn't mean 
too much where | came from.” 
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{пе Dave Parker of old. 

Penthouse: How good is the Oakland ball 
club? 

Parker: This club is ready to win now. 
McGwire, Canseco, Carney Lansford, 
Dave Stewart, Bob Welch, and Don Bay- 
lor are all quality players. We have a mix 
of young players and seasoned veter- 
ans. The only team that matches Oak- 
land in the A.L. are the Yankees, only we 
don't have the turmoil they do. 
Penthouse: Were you close to being 
traded to the Yankees? 

Parker: Very close. 

Penthouse: How close was that? 
Parker: Well, one day | had TV cameras 
in my house in Cincinnati because the 
rumor was that | was traded to the Yan- 
kees. However, from what | understood 
later, Billy Martin didn't want me. | knew 
that George Steinbrenner wanted me, and 
| figured if he did, that's all that mattered 
| would have loved to swing at that short 
right-field stand in Yankee Stadium. 
Penthouse: What's your reaction to the 
Dave Winfield-George Steinbrenner 
feud? 

Parker: It's typical New York-type base- 
ball. Everything that happens in New York 


is blown up. How many books like that 
have come out of New York in the last 
several years now? | just thought that 
Winfield handled his situation with Stein- 
brenner extremely well, and | feel that his 
teammates respected him for il. That's 
the important thing. Sometimes an inci- 
dent like that can pull a team together. 
Look at the start that Winfield and the 
Yankees had. 

Penthouse: Do you feel players are 
speaking out more? 

Parker: If they have to, why not? | think 
it's healthy. Players today are a lot more 
secure with their big contracts and aren't 
afraid to say what's on their minds. And 
il's good. Because of their stature as stars, 
they can say things that will help rectify 
a situation or situations. There's nothing 
wrong with that. Other persons in other 
fields have done the same thing, so why 
can't a baseball player speak his mind if 
he sees something wrong? 

Penthouse: Speaking of New York, is there 
still bad blood between the Reds and the 
Mets? 

Parker: | don't know now, but there was 
when | was there—and not because of 
me, either. The year the Mets won, in 1986 
they were entirely too arrogant. None of 
the other teams in the league liked them 
Don't get me wrong—there's nothing 
wrong with success and there's nothing 
wrong with being very positive about your 
abilities. However, confidence is one 
thing, arrogance is another. Curtain calls 
are just great. There's nothing wrong with 
that. The fans dictate that, and it's not 
something that the players initiated; so | 
don't have any problems with that. But 
Wally Backman constantly had some- 
thing to say. Some of the comments he 
made, and the incident with Ray Knight 
slugging Eric Davis —I resented the hell 
out of that. That particular incident, | was 
a peacemaker. The next time | would have 
retaliated, because | looked at the tapes 
and saw that Knight blatantly hit Davis in 
the face. It was a cheap shot all the way. 
Penthouse: You're a friend of Darryl 
Strawberry. Do you think he's getting a 
fair treatment in New York from the press? 
Parker: Well, the media has a tendency 
to put a lot of pressure on everybody, 
especially in a media capital like New 
York. Strawberry has to learn to adjust to 
that. He has to think about the things he 
is going to say before he says them. | 
don't know if everything has been quoted 
correctly, because there are a lot of things 
he said that | wouldn't say. But then again, 
maybe it's his intent, maybe he wants to 
get out of New York. The New York media 
has a major bearing on what the fans’ 
concept is of a player. | know it cost me 
the Most Valuable Player award in 1985. 
Penthouse: Is the drug rap still hurting 
you? 

Parker: Who else is still being made the 
whipping boy for something that hap- 
pened six years ago? What did 1985 have 
to do with 1982? Why is Davé Parker being 
sued by a baseball team and not any- 
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body else? What about Keith Hernandez 
of the Mets, for example? He is in the 
media capital of the world, certainly of 
sports, and yet you never hear or read 
about his drug experiences. He's even 
been named a captain of the Mets. Yet | 
have to spend time and money, and en- 
dure the pressures surrounding me and 
my family, to fight a drug case, something 
that was done and over with six years 
ago, and on top of that play baseball every 
day. Have you heard of any athlete in any 
sport being subjected to something like 
this, a trial, of all things? I'm not a crimi- 
nal. | wasn't a pusher. Yet l'm a defendant 
in a million-dollar lawsuit. 

Penthouse: What is the basis of the case? 
Parker: | played for the Pittsburgh Pirates 
from 1973 through 1983. During four of 
those years, 1979 to 1982, | admitted us- 
ing cocaine. | haven't done so since, and 
have campaigned against drugs in talk- 
ing to youth groups. But the Pirates claim 
that since | admitted doing drugs those 
four years, they were entitled to compen- 
salion from my deferred salary, which be- 
gan this year. If this case goes to trial— 
and it looks like it will after the baseball 
season—it could get awful ugly in the 
courtroom. Besides, look at the signifi- 
cance of the case: It means that drug 
trials would be popping up all over the 
country, not only in sports, but in the pri- 
vate sector as well. Why, any employer 
could initiate a suit against any employee 
who at one time had a drug dependency. 
This case should never see the inside of 
a courtroom. See what | mean about 
being made a whipping boy? 
Penthouse: Are you resigned to going to 
trial? 

Parker: l'm ready if | have to. The whole 
hing is a charade. Pittsburgh's star wit- 
ness is Toni Turner, who was my live-in 
girlfriend in 1978 in Pittsburgh. They lo- 
cated her and are utilizing her against 
me. She is making all kinds of wild ac- 
cusations. She claimed | used cocaine 
tom the time | got up to the time | went 
to bed at night. According to the medical 
reports, if | had done so at that rate, Га 
have been dead years ago. | haven't seen 
her in ten years, and | guess she is still 
bitter over the fact that | never married 
her. Now she suddenly appears as the 
key witness for the Pirates case against 
me. Strange. It's like one big soap opera. 
When reached for comment, Toni Turn- 
er's lawyer, Kelly Stephens, denied that 
Turner was bitter over the breakup, and 
claimed it was Turner who broke off the 
relationship. As for being the "live-in girl- 
friend,” Stephens said, "She spent a lot 
of time with him."-—Editor] 

Penthouse: What has Peter Ueberroth 
done about the case? 

Parker: Absolutely nothing. If he is sup- 
posed to do what's best for baseball, then 
he should have stepped in long ago and 
told Pittsburgh that this is not good for 
baseball. And it isn't. No other sport has 
ever been put in this situation. When this 
whole drug story broke three years ago, 
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| met privately with Ueberroth in his New 
York office. Nobody knew about the 
meeting. He assured me of his support 
and thanked me for my cooperation. |'m 
a bit disappointed that Ueberroth hasn't 
spoken to me about it since. What do they 
want from Dave Parker? | know one thing, 
Football Commissioner Pete Rozelle 
wouldn't let a case like this go to court. 
Penthouse: You seem a bit disillusioned 
with Ueberroth. 

Parker: | have to be. He certainly doesn't 
have his priorities in order. Last year he 
got involved in a team matter when Roger 
Clemens held out and didn't sign a con- 
tract with the Boston Red Sox. The sea- 
son started with Clemens holding out and 
not in uniform. Ueberroth stepped in and 
told the Red Sox to reach an agreement 
with Clemens because his not playing 
was bad for baseball. Have you heard of 
anything more absurd? How can you 
equate a player's contract with a drug 
trial? If he feels that way, and apparently 


e 


The Reds weren't a 
first-class operation to begin 
with. | was the most 
productive player the years 
| was there, and they 
certainly could have given me 
the decency to call and 
say that they had traded me. 
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he does, because he hasn't done any- 
thing to avert a scandalous trial, then he 
certainly has his priorities mixed up. 
Penthouse: How was Ueberroth's han- 
dling of the drug case in 1985? 

Parker: | don't know if he truly grasped 
what was involved, regarding the use of 
drugs by the players. When | met with 
him privately, he wanted to evaluate who 
among the players would make good wit- 
nesses. He explained that he had to do 
this to cooperate with federal agents in 
getting Curtis Strong [cocaine dealer to 
major league players] convicted in the 
government's case against him as a 
pusher. ! sat directly in front of Ueberroth 
and he looked right at me when he asked 
how bad the drug situation in baseball 
was. He had no idea. l told him that I felt 
drug use among the players was declin- 
ing. | was amazed that he didn't know the 
extent of the use and what players had 
major problems with cocaine. The pen- 
alties he issued verified that. [When we 
tried to reach Peter Ueberroth for com- 
ment, we were intormed by his spokes- 
man that it's Ueberroth's policy not to 
comment on his private conversations.— 
Editor] 


Penthouse: Can you be more specific? 
Parker: Ueberroth had no business put- 
ting me in the worst group. | never missed 
agame. What's even more important was 
that was never out of control. | never got 
violent or even close to that stage. Never 
once was | out of control or suffered from 
drug dependency or even needed coun- 
seling or rehabilitation. Yet Ueberroth put 
me in the worst group of baseball's drug 
users and fined me $120,000. | strongly 
eel his categorizing of me was wrong 
and the fine was excessive. 

Penthouse: Are you totally drug-free now? 
Parker: | haven't touched the stuff for six 
years now. At the time, | was a recrea- 
ional user, about twice a month. | would 
use it after a Sunday game knowing that 
wouldn't be playing again until Monday 
night. | used it with great discretion, es- 
pecially after seeing how it could control 
others into becoming habitual users. It 
was a stimulant that left you with an "up"- 
ype feeling. One thing it definitely did 
was give you a gift of gab. Not that 1 
needed it, because | can outtalk any- 
body without it, that's for sure. I'm a big 
verbalizer anyway. 

Penthouse: What made you quit? 
Parker: When it was time to quit, | just 
said to myself that it was enough, the kicks 
are over. Now, if cocaine controlled me, 
could I have just stopped using it cold 
turkey? One thing | have always done 
through my life was to put my priorities 
in order. | had several important reasons 
for quitting. One was that | was about to 
get married, and | didn't want cocaine as 
part of my household. The carefree 
bachelor days were over. However, even 
of more concern, | saw how coke would 
destroy people like my own teammates. 
A couple of them were out of control, and 
| will never forget that. 

Penthouse: What about drugs in base- 
ball today? 

Parker: Its use has greatly diminished. | 
don't know of any problem cases. Eddie 
Milner, a former teammate of mine on the 
Reds, was one | personally knew about. 
When I played with him two years ago, | 
lectured him against its use and kept him 
in line. Then he went to San Francisco 
and came back to the Reds, became de- 
pendent on drugs, and was suspended 
without pay for the entire 1988 season. 
The league's dictate on mandatory drug 
testing has helped clean baseball of the 
stuff. When | did it, it was something of a 
fad in baseball—because everybody was 
doing it out there, because it seemed the 
okay thing to do. It was heavy in the en- 
tertainment field and a large segment of 
society, when you get right down to it. 
Doing coke was looked upon more as the 
fashionable thing to do; still is to a large 
extent in social circles. Doctors, lawyers, 
judges, politicians, are all doing it. It's time 
to get the shit off the athletes’ backs. It's 
society's problem, and why should the 
athletes get hit with the bad rap? 
Penthouse: What is your lasting memory 
of your drug association? 


Parker: The trial. When the scandal broke 
wide open in 1985, it made all of us look 
like criminals, like we should be put in jail 
It turned out that | bore the brunt of the 
probe. The publicity generated by the 
drug trial cost me the Most Valuable 
Player award that year. I'm not taking 
anything away from Willie McGee, but al- 
most every player came up to me and 
said that | deserved it. Even Willie did. 
He told me that if he had a vote, he would 
have voted for me. Unfortunately, it's the 
writers who vote on the award and not 
the players. Dick Young in New York cam- 
paigned through his columns against any 
admitted drug users, specifically me and 
Keith Hernandez, in regard to winning the 
award. He made us sound like lepers. 
Some of the writers never even gave me 
a mention on their ballots, not even one 
point out of ten. Convince me that wasn't 
deliberate. | led the league in doubles, 
runs batted in; finished second in ho- 
mers, hits, slugging percentage, game- 
winning RBIs; and was fifth in batting av- 
erage in carrying the Reds to a surpris- 
ing second-place finish behind the 
Dodgers. If that wasn't a most valuable 
year, then | don't know what one is. 

The drug trial dwarfed anything | did 
that year. Hell, there were more heavy 
users than | was, who got away with lighter 
fines. Mine was the biggest, $120,000. | 
couldn't understand why, unless it was 
because of my salary. | felt Ueberroth 


went beyond his authority in regard to 
levying a fine of that magnitude, which 
actually came to ten percent of my salary. 
| paid a heavy price from the trial. The 
fallout that occurred afterwards only put 
me and the other players in a bad light, 
almost as if we were the ones on trial in- 
stead of the convicted pusher, Curtis 
Strong. Ueberroth came out looking like 
a knight in shining armor, while we took 
all the heat. He received the media's and 
the public's acclaim, while we looked like 
criminals. If | had known this would have 
happened, | would have taken the Fifth 
at the trial and not said anything; but | 
wanted to cooperate, and | came out 
looking bad. My use of cocaine ended 
three years before the trial. | feel the com- 
missioner's actions were just a political 
ploy to force a drug-testing plan for 
baseball. 

Penthouse: How do you feel about base- 
ball writers? 

Parker: I’ve learned that writers can be 
vindictive. A perfect illustration is what | 
experienced in Pittsburgh. The way some 
stories came out, you would think that 
some of the writers had a personal ven- 
detta against me. The week after | be- 


came the first million-dollar player in ` 


baseball, the newspapers there ran a 
negative story about me for about five 
straight days, going back into my past. 
Now, what was the purpose of all that, 
otherthan to think that someone was jeal- 


ous, or something, about me getting all 
that money to play baseball. But over the 
years since, l've been accommodating to 
the media. 

Penthouse: If you could name your All- 
Star team, who would you pick? 

Parker: | haven't been in the American 
League long enough to judge every- 
body, especially the pitchers, who you 
don't get to see enough—for example, 
Roger Clemens. However, | wouldn't hes- 
itate in naming Dave Stewart as my right- 
handed pitcher and Mark Langston as 
my left-handed pitcher. Picking an All-Star 
team will automatically create argu- 
ments, but nevertheless, here's the rest 
of my team: first base, Mark McGwire; 
second base, Julio Franco; shortstop, 
Barry Larkin; third base, Mike Schmidt; 
center, Benito Santiago; right field, Jose 
Canseco; center field, Eric Davis; left field, 
Tim Raines. I'm sure there'll be argu- 
ments; but one thing you can't argue 
about—that's a pretty good team. 
Penthouse: What's left for Dave Parker? 
Parker: Despite all the distractions i've 
experienced, I'm going to play for an- 
other four or five years. My body is in 
excellent shape, and my spirits are high 
with a new challenge in Oakland. | have 
some personal goals: to get as close to 
3,000 hits as possible and to finish with 
a .300 career average and to help the 
Athletics win a few pennants. ! hope to 
have fun doing it, too.O4t—g 
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"What did they tell you?" he asked her. 
"The policemen. What did they say?" 

"Nothing | hadn't already guessed.” 

"You knew?" 

“In a manner of speaking. | must have 
done, in my heart of hearts. Remember 
our first conversation?" 

He murmured that he did. 

"All you said about Death. Such ego- 
ет." 

Не grinned suddenly, showing more 
bone. 

"Yes," he said. "What must you think of 
me?" 

“It made a kind of sense to me, even 
then. | didn't know why at the time. Didn't 
know what the future would bring—" 

"What does it bring?" he inquired of 
her softly. 

She shrugged. "Death's been waiting 
for me all this time, am | right?" 

"Oh, yes," he said, pleased by her un- 
derstanding of the situation between 
them. He took a step toward her, and 
reached to touch her face. 

"You are remarkable," he said. 

"Not really." 

"Butto be so unmoved by it all. So cold." 

"What's to be afraid of?" she said. He 
stroked her cheek. She almost expected 
his hood of skin to come unbuttoned then, 
and the marbles that played in his sock- 
ets to tumble out and smash. But he kept 
his disguise intact, for appearance's sake. 

"| want you," he told her. 

"Yes," she said. Of course he did. It 
had been in his every word from the be- 
ginning, but she hadn't the wit to com- 
prehend it. Every love story was—at the 
last—a story of death. This was what the 
poets insisted. Why should it be any less 
true the other way about? 

They could not go back to his house: 
The officers would be there, too, he told 
her, for they must know of the romance 
between them. Nor, of course, could they 
return to her flat. So they found a small 
hotelin the vicinity and took a room there. 
Even in the dingy lift he took the liberty 
of stroking her hair, and then, finding her 
compliant, put his hand upon her breast. 

The room was sparsely furnished but 
was lent some measure of charm by a 
splash of colored lights from a Christmas 
tree in the street below. Her lover didn't 
take his eyes off her for a single moment, 
as if even now he expected her to turn 
tail and run at the merest flaw in his be- 
havior. He needn't have concerned him- 
self; his treatment of her left little cause 
for complaint. His kisses were insistent 
but not overpowering; his undressing of 
her—except for the fumbling (a nice hu- 
man touch, she thought)—was a model 
of finesse and sweet solemnity. 

She was surprised that he had not 
known about her scar, only because she 
had come to believe this intimacy had 
begun on the operating table, when twice 
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she had gone into his arms and twice 
been denied them by the surgeon's bul- 
lying. But perhaps, being no sentimen- 
talist, he had forgotten that first meeting. 
Whatever the reason, he looked to be up- 
set when he slipped off her dress; and 
there was a trembling interval when she 
thought he would reject her. But the mo- 
ment passed, and now he reached down 
to her abdomen and ran his fingers along 
the scar. 

"It's beautiful," he said. 

She was happy. 

"| almost died under the anesthetic, " 
she told him. 

"That would have been a waste," he 
said, reaching up her body and working 
at her breast. It seemed to arouse him, 
for his voice was more guttural when next 
he spoke. "What did they tell you?" he 
asked her, moving his hands up to the 
soft channel behind her clavicle. She was 
so engrossed in pleasure that she failed 
to reply. He asked again as he moved 


e 


He had given 
up his pillow entirely, 
and now moved 
to straddle her. His 
hands were done 
with tender touches. 
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between her legs. 

"What did they tell you?" 

Through a haze of anticipation she said: 
"They left a number for meto ring. So that 
I could be helped...” 

"But you didn't want help?" 

"No," she breathed. "Why should I?" 

He took his hands from her; she opened 
her eyes. He was fumbling with his belt. 
As he did so, somebody shouted in the 
street. He leaned forward and put his 
hand to her throat. 

"Be quiet," he instructed. 

He had begun to sweat. The ex- 
changes in the street went on for a few 
minutes longer; it was simply two late- 
night gamblers. 

"| thought | heard them calling my 
name." 

"Who would do that?" she inquired 
fondly. "Nobody knows we're here." 

He looked away from the window. All 
purposefulness had abruptly drained 
from him. After the instant of fear, his fea- 
tures had slackened. He looked almost 
stupid. 

"They came close," he said, his head 
on her breasts. “So very close. But l'm 
swift," he said, “and invisible" His hand 


strayed back down to her scar, and fur- 
ther. "And always neat," he added. 

She remembered the chaos of the 
crypt—its indignities, its disorders. 

“Not always . . .” she said. 

"OR yes," he said. "Oh yes. | never spill 
blood. That's a rule of mine." 

She smiled at his boasts. She would 
tell him now—though surely he already 
knew—about her visit to All Saints and 
the handiwork of his that she'd seen there. 

"Sometimes you can't help blood being 
spilled," she said. "| don't hold it against 
you." 

At these words he began to tremble. 

"What did they tell you about me? What 
lies?" 

"Nothing," she said, mystified by his 
response. "What could they know?" 

“I'm a professional," he said to her, his 

hand moving back up to her face. “l won't 
have them lie about me. | won't have it." 
He lifted his head from her chest. 
"All | do is stop the drummer," he said. 
"The drummer?" 
"| have to stop him cleanly. In his tracks. 
| won't have them tell lies about me," he 
said again. “To say | spill blood” 

"They told me nothing," she assured 
him. He had given up his pillow entirely, 
and now moved to straddle her. His hands 
were done with tender touches. 
“Shall | show you how clean | am?" he 
said. "How easily | stop the drummer?" 

Before she could reply, his hands 
closed around her neck. She had no time 
even to gasp, let alone shout. His thumbs 
were expert; they found her windpipe and 
pressed. She heard the drummer quicken 
its rhythm in her ears. “It's quick—and 
clean," he was telling her. 

There was an error here, she knew; a 
terrible misunderstanding that she 
couldn't quite fathom. 

| don't understand, she tried to tell him, 
but her bruised larynx could produce no 
more than a gargling sound. 

"Too late for excuses," he said. "You 
came to me, remember?" His grip tight- 
ened yet further. She had the sensation 
of her face swelling; of the blood throb- 
bing to jump from her eyes. 

“Don't you see that they came to warn 
you about me?" frowning as he labored. 
"They came to seduce you away from me 
by telling you I spilled blood." 

"No," she squeezed the syllable out on 
her last breath, but he only pressed 
harder to cancel her denial. 

The drummer was deafeningly loud 
now; though Kavanagh's mouth still 
opened and closed, she could no longer 
hear what he was telling her. It mattered 
little. She realized now that he was not 
Death, not the clean-boned guardian 
she'd waited for. In her eagerness she 
had given herself into the hands of a 
common killer, a street-corner Cain. She 
wanted to spit contempt at him, but her 
consciousness was slipping; the room, 
the lights, the face, all throbbing to the 
drummer's beat. And then it all 
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are drawn to the lesions. The bathhouses 
became a horrible breeding ground. One 
study found that the average bathhouse 
patron, having the typical 2.7 sexual en- 
counters a night, risked a 33 percent 
chance of walking out of the tubs with 
syphilis or gonorrhea, because about one 
in eight were carriers without symptoms. 

“It never made any sense that AIDS 
would become a heterosexual disease," 
says journalist Randy Shilts. "It's not the 
biology that argues against it. It's the so- 
ciology. Gay activists don't want to admit 
that no heterosexual man could hold a 
candle to a moderately active gay man. 
Heterosexuals have never had institu- 
tions like bathhouses to amplify the con- 
tagion. Singles bars are very different. 
There was a social milieu in which this 
disease spread, and to ignore those fac- 
tors is foolish.” 

4. Women are the real victims of AIDS. 
"When the history of AIDS in the United 
States is finally written, it may be remem- 
bered above all that women were de- 
ceived," writes Chris Norwood in Advice 
for Life: A Woman's Guide to AIDS Risks 
and Prevention. She bases her conclu- 
sion largely on Redfield's specious data. 

So does sex therapist and psychiatrist 
Helen Singer Kaplan, who has a strident 
personal agenda in her book The Real 
Truth About Women and AIDS. She quite 


seriously suggests that women pull a 
Lysistrata and imitate the rebellion in the 
ancient Greek play, in which women re- 
fused to make love as long as men made 
war. In Kaplan's version, billed as "No Sex 
This Year" in New Woman magazine, she 
advises women to refrain until prospec- 
tive male partners have been tested and 
cleared. 

It is true that AIDS can be spread by 
vaginal intercourse, contrary to the claims 
of psychiatrist Robert E. Gould, who cre- 
ated a great hue and cry by writing in 
Cosmopolitan, "There is almost no dan- 
ger of contracting AIDS through ordinary 
sexual intercourse. . . ." 

But vaginal intercourse is clearly not 
an efficient means of transmission, or we 
would be seeing more cases. Passive 
anal intercourse with an infected male, 
on the other hand, is every bit as dan- 
gerous for a heterosexual woman as for 
the receptive homosexual partner, and 
for the same reasons. The practice is most 
common among women who are part- 
ners of bisexual men. In one study of 97 
female partners of 93 AIDS-infected 
men—57 percent of whom were bisex- 
ual—those women who practiced anal as 
well as vaginal and oral sex were 2.3 times 
more likely to acquire the infection. We 
will never know how many cases classi- 
fied as heterosexually transmitted were 
actually the result of high-risk anal inter- 
course. 

It is true that growing numbers о! 
women of childbearing age in urban 


“TIl tell you the meaning of life, but | don't want you to panic." 
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areas— particularly New York—are be- 
coming infected. Nationally, women now 
account for seven percent, or about 
4,000, of all AIDS cases. Of these women, 
50 percent had used intravenous drugs; 
29 percent were sexual partners of HIV- 
infected men. 

Clearly some women are at much 
greater risk than others, and it is those 
women who desperately need educa- 
tion. But that is not the message that fem- 
inists are pushing. Theories of a male 
AIDS conspiracy are as inappropriate as 
Masters and Johnson's notion of con- 
spiracy among public-health officials, 
who they claim are withholding the terri- 
ble truth about heterosexual AIDS. 

5. You can catch AIDS from a one-night 
stand. During the height of the AIDS hys- 
teria, a man told me this story: The son 
of a friend picked up a woman in a sin- 
gles bar, took her home to bed, and 
awakened to find her gone. Scrawled in 
lipstick on the bathroom mirror was the 
terrifying message: Welcome to the won- 
derful world of AIDS. 

The "wonderful world of AIDS" story 
has become what Randy Shilts calls “an 
urban legend. Every city has its own ver- 
sion," he says. The last time | heard it, the 
storyteller was evangelist Billy Graham 
In his rendition, the man was a married 
Hollywood actor. 

It's one heck of a scare tactic. But the 
actual chances of getting AIDS from a 
single heterosexual encounter with 
someone not in a high-risk group have 
been calculated at one in five million. That 
is about the same as the risk of being 
killed in a traffic accident while driving 
ten miles on the way to the tryst. 

Suppose you want to have 100 sex acts. 
Is it safer to have sex 100 times with one 
person, or do it once with 100 different 
people? Masters and Johnson made a 
strong indictment of multiple partners, 
saying that the infection rate was much 
higher among those with six or more 
partners over the past five years than 
among those who were monogamous. 

Yet there is no scientific basis for say- 
ing that "promiscuity" is more danger- 
ous. In fact, monogamy with the wrong 
person can be much more risky. A recent 
article in the Journal of the American 
Medical Association points out that hav- 
ing sex 100 times with a partner who has 
a one percent chance of being infected 
with HIV carries nearly the same risk as 
having one-time sex with 100 different 
partners who average a one percent 
chance of being infected. And having one 
partner who is in a high-risk group is more 
dangerous than having many partners 
who are not. 

"Limiting the number of sexual part- 
ners does not by itself affect the risk of 
infection from each sexual exposure," say 
doctors Norman Hearst and Stephen 
Hulley of the University of California at 
San Francisco, the authors of the article. 
"The amount of protection ... depends 
mainly on who those partners are.” 


The most important protection against 
AIDS is knowing your partner's risk sta- 
tus. At highest risk are those who have 
engaged in male homosexual activity or 
ІМ. drug use in the past ten years, lived 
in Haiti or Central Africa, received multi- 
ple blood transfusions between 1978 and 
1985, or been a sexual partner of any 
from these groups. According to the ar- 
ticle, choosing a partner not at high risk 
cuts the odds of infection dramatically, 
about 5,000-fold, compared with having 
a partner at highest risk 

The message: Choose your partner 
carefully. Ask plenty of questions. "Cer- 
tainly deception may still occur among 
people who think they know each other 
well," say the researchers. "However, 
there is no alternative to mutual trust, short 
of mandatory HIV testing with public 
posting of results, which we do not ad- 
vocate. People can lie about having had 
an HIV antibody test or about the results 
of that test even more easily than they 
can hide their membership in a high-risk 
group." 

6. You can get AIDS from prostitutes 
AIDS has provided the perfect excuse 
for some cities to get prostitutes off the 
streets. New York State Health Commis- 
sioner David Axelrod has admitted that 
the rationale for classifying vaginal inter- 
Course as a "high-risk activity" is to dis- 
courage men from having sex with pros- 
titutes. Newark, New Jersey, has passed 
the toughest antiprostitution law in the 
country. Men convicted in municipal court 
can have registered letters sent to their 
homes, ordering them to report to the 
health department for AIDS tests. So far, 
a municipal court judge has refused to 
enforce the statute on the grounds that it 
is unconstitutional 

Prostitutes must be vectors of disease, 
the thinking goes, and through prosti- 
tutes AIDS will spread into the general 
population. The married man who visits 
a hooker will contract the disease and 
bring it home to his wife. That's the the- 
ory. Yet if prostitutes are such a hotbed 
of disease, one would expect the rate of 
infection to have gone up. 

"In Africa, that seems to be true," says 
Dr. Joyce Wallace, the first researcher to 
study rates of infection among prosti- 
tutes. "In Nairobi, in 1980, only four per- 
cent of the prostitutes tested positive 
whereas in 1986, 59 percent did. But we 
can't say the same of the U.S. Among 
streetwalkers | tested in New York, | found 
only six to ten percent infected, and that 
has held steady since 1985." 

When Wallace investigated 340 men 
who used the services of female prosti- 
tutes over the past ten years, she found 
only six who tested positive. She inter- 
viewed each several times. Three admit- 
ted to other high-risk behavior—though 
one did not speak up until the fourth in- 
terview. The other three continued to deny 
any risk factors; yet Wallace notes that 
each one averaged 617 encounters with 
prostitutes, which was twice that of the 
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subjects who tested negative. In addi- 
tion, they said they had never used con- 
doms, and each had an average of two 
sexually transmitted diseases. In New 
York, the health department found that 67 
percent of AIDS victims who at first claim 
contact with prostitutes as their only high- 
risk behavior, later admit to either ho- 
mosexual behavior ог I.V. drug use. The 
bottom line: It's biologically possible to 
catch AIDS from a prostitute, but it doesn't 
look like hookers—unless they аге І.М. 
drug users—are a major source in the 
spread of the disease 

7. “A study of more than 4,000 people 
treated at a Baltimore STD clinic found 
that one-third of the men, and nearly half 
of the women infected with the virus that 
causes AIDS, became infected through 
heterosexual contact." That's a line from 
an ad for a blood-testing clinic, Blood- 
Check, Inc., in Washington, D.C. The in- 
tention was to scare "heterosexuals who 
want to be sure of past experiences or 
present partners" into coming in and 
being tested. The sensational Baltimore 
study became headline news across the 
country and was treated as if it applied 
to all heterosexuals. 

But a careful look at the research 
proves otherwise. It makes sense that if 
a heterosexual outbreak had occurred, it 
would show up first at STD clinics where 
the population is extremely sexually ac- 
tive. The Baltimore study reported a rate 
of transmission several times higher than 
in any comparable part of the country. 
Nine other surveys of STD clinics have 
found an infection rate of zero to 2.6 per- 
cent, and many ofthe positives have later 
acknowledged needle sharing and ho- 
mosexual acts. That should tip you off 
that there's something wrong. 

The Baltimore study was conducted at 
an inner-city clinic for sexually transmit- 
ted diseases where 94 percent of the pa- 
tients were black. The researchers re- 
ported that only 14 percent of the patients 
were intravenous drug addicts. That sug- 
gests many were reluctant to admit their 
needle use to the interviewers. More im- 
portant, there was an extremely high rate 
of STDs. Half the men and almost half of 
the women had a history of gonorrhea. 
Positive AIDS tests were most likely to 
show up in men with a history of syphilis 
and in women with genital warts. It is 
hardly possible to conclude from this 
study that AIDS is running rampant 
among heterosexuals. 

The study does make an important 
point about the danger of STDs that have 
a high infectivity rate. (AIDS, by compar- 
ison, has a very low infectivity rate.) Rates 
of STDs have been rising astronomically, 
mostly in metropolitan areas among 
blacks and Hispanics. Also frightening is 
the increase in chancroid, or genital ul- 
cers—a 55 percent increase in 1987 over 
1986. This is the STD that has helped the 
rapid spread of AIDS among heterosex- 
uals in Africa. 

But chancroid is not the only STD that 
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has escalated. There are now between 
500,000 and one million new cases of 
human papilloma virus (HPV), whose 
chief symptom is genital warts, each year. 
Herpes, eclipsed by AIDS, is still alive 
and well: Up to 35 million Americans are 
infected with herpes simplex virus type 
2, the principal cause of genital herpes, 
although not all have experienced symp- 
toms. About 200,000 new cases appear 
each year. Herpes lesions often go un- 
recognized, and there is no cure. Chla- 
mydia, the most prevalent STD, affects 
four million people a year. In the first nine 
months of 1987, syphilis rose by 32 per- 
cent. In New York and Los Angeles, the 
cases have more than doubled. And 
cases of penicillin-resistant gonorrhea 
have gone up 62 percent. 

"The numbers are daunting," says 
Wendy J. Wertheimer, director of public 
policy for the American Social Health As- 
sociation. "In the past, we have had the 
resources to battle these outbreaks. But 
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The actual chances 
of getting AIDS from a single 
heterosexual encounter 
with someone not in a high- 
risk group are 
one in five million. 
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since 1981, we have seen virtually no in- 
crease in funding for STD control, and à 
loss of people to AIDS research." 

If there is any aspect of heterosexual 
behavior that is deserving of scare tac- 
tics, it is the unprecedented increase in 
STDs. And it's the best argument for us- 
ing condoms. 

8. LV. drug use is the route of trans- 
mission into the general population. This 
isthe new media scare message: In some 
mysterious way, we are all going to catch 
AIDS from I.V. drug users. In December, 
a somber Hugh Downs warned viewers 
of ABC's "20/20" that injecting drugs is 
"ihe No. 1 way in which AIDS is being 
spread to the public at large." Putting it 
even more strongly, New York City Health 
Commissioner Stephen Joseph has said, 
"The I.V. drug user is the gateway to the 
heterosexual population” 

Apparently the specter of a third wave 
of transmission—after gays and needle- 
sharers—is based on the premise that 
infected female partners of addicts will 
pass the virus on to their other male sex- 
ual partners, who in turn will continue to 
transmit it throughout the heterosexual 
community. 


Randy Shilts asks pragmatically, "How 
many girlfriends of black drug users have 
the social mobility to have sex with a 
professional man from the Upper East 
Side? If we were going to have a third 
wave, we would have begun to see it by 
now." 

There is, of course, another possible 
route. In the late seventies, many upper- 
middle-class heterosexuals experi- 
mented in drug-shooting galleries, par- 
ticularly in New York City. It's no secret 
that cocaine especially is popular among 
upper-middle-class professionals, and 
that 80 percent of all cocaine users have 
used it intravenously. But we are not 
seeing an explosion of AIDS cases that 
can be traced to upper-middle-class 
drug use as the route of transmission. 

Among the lower classes, however, |.V. 
drug use is now the principal route by 
which AIDS is transmitted. In the last five 
years, І.У. drug users have accounted for 
53 percent of AIDS-related deaths, while 
homosexuals and bisexuals accounted 
for 38 percent. Geographically, the prob- 
lem is focused in New York and New Jer- 
sey. Sociologically, it is focused among 
blacks and Hispanics. Among the 
200,000 addicts living in New York City 
and urban New Jersey, it is estimated that 
infection ranges from 50 to 60 percent; 
20 to 60 percent of their partners are in- 
fected. 

It is not clear, however, whether female 
partners of I.V. drug addicts acquire AIDS 
through heterosexual intercourse or when 
their boyfriends shoot them up in a ritu- 
alistic way. Sterling Johnson, New York 
City's special prosecutor for narcotics, 
has observed that this is a common prac- 
tice because there is a sexual charge. | 
talked with a woman married to an I.V. 
drug user. She admitted that he had con- 
vinced her to allow him to shoot her up 
just once. "You won't become an addict," 
he assured her. Would she ever identify 
herself as an I.V. drug user? Never. Could 
she acquire AIDS through such an en- 
counter? If he were infected, you bet. 

"There's a huge heterosexual AIDS 
problem," says Randy Shilts. "But it's not 
a singles bar problem. The focus of the 
news media has never been on the real 
heterosexual AIDS. From the media's 
point of view, a 26-year-old Puerto Rican 
woman from the Bronx whose boyfriend 
is an I.V. drug user is even a step below 
gay men." 

In the meantime, those who need fear 
in their lives —whether for personal, po- 
litical, or profit-making reasons—will cling 
ta the myth of heterosexual AIDS. As long 
as there are people who believe, the myth 
of heterosexual AIDS will stay alive. But 
there's a problem with lies. They always 
catch up with you. "There are a lot of peo- 
ple who have lied about heterosexual 
AIDS who are going to lose credibility,” 
says Shilts. “The neoconservatives are 
using this debate as an excuse to lash 
back at gays. But next to lies, it almost 
makes their case look moral”"O+—s 
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of the angels; yet if we're all frustrated, 
then certainly sanctimoniousness can 
hide just how much of a mess you are 
inside. Again, some recent examples: 

* A 60-year-old female stenotypist, 

lighting a cigarette while walking to work 
in San Francisco, was suddenly set upon 
by an antismoking fanatic yelling, “You're 
a Jew. | can tell by your face, youre an 
evil Jew!" As the smoker walked on, her 
hysterical pursuer continued to chant, 
"Evil Jew! Evil Jew!" much to the con- 
sternation of a gathering crowd. 
* The American Cancer Society's 
"Great American Smoke Out" took a new 
twist in 1984, when so-called Smoke- 
busters began seeking out smokers in 
parks, on street corners, and in other 
public areas to squirt them with water 
pistols and blow kazoos in their face. 

* Author Fran Lebowitz, sluggedin the 
face by a dentist for smoking in a New 
York movie theater, took the man to court, 
where he was found not guilty—raising 
the question as to whether we haven't en- 
tered a new realm of jurisprudence when 
a puff justifies a punch. 

* A Virginia man carried a No Smoking 
sign with him into his favorite restaurant, 
where one day he pummeled a woman 
in the course of knocking a cigarette out 
of her hand. 

* |n 1983, an elderly man in suburban 
Seattle pulled a gun on a smoker in a 
pharmacy, screaming that his doctor had 
forbidden him to smoke but that he would 
"get" the smoker. A city attorney, review- 
ing the smoker's complaint, ruled there 
was no cause to pursue a felony charge. 

• In enlightened San Francisco, a male 
college student stabbed a woman smok- 
ing in a campus elevator. "She attacked 
me and forced me to defend myself," he 
told police. “She thought she had the right 
to pollute my air." The jury agreed, ruling 
he used his knife in self-defense. 

* Also in California, home of the na- 
tion's most stringent antismoking laws, a 
Los Angeles bus rider was stabbed to 
death when he lit up, his assailant fleeing 
atthe next stop. None ofthe 15 other pas- 
sengers sought to intervene, despite the 
attacker's ravings about "killer ciga- 
rettes." 

* A Milwaukee fire fighter has invented 
"Revenge," a foul-smelling aerosol spray 
he uses against smokers—including his 
coworkers—which he claims will have 
great appeal when the product reaches 
the market. 

The list goes on and on, a catalogue 
of breakdowns, crack-ups, and delu- 
sional outbursts. Although these are 
among the most violent and disturbing 
examples, they are not without prece- 
dent. Historically, opponents of smoking 
have always taken a holier-than-thou 
stance, starting as early as colonial times. 
By the eighteenth century, for example, 
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antismoking pamphlets excoriated the 
health menaces of tobacco, especially its 
"aphrodisiacal" effect. By the end of the 
century, with cigarette production reach- 
ing some four billion, smoking was wide- 
spread enough to prompt the even more 
exaggerated claim that manufacturers 
urinated on their tobacco to give it an 
extra tang. Opium, arsenic, and other 
drugs were alleged to be part of the typ- 
ical cigarette's mix. During the Victorian 
age, tobacco products with the feminine 
ending ette were considered sissified, 
capable of robbing men of their man- 
hood, as opposed to the more macho 
cigar. Even The New York Times, setting 
the tone for the next hundred years, made 
the message explicit when, in 1884, it ed- 
itorialized: ". . . the decadence of Spain 
began when the Spaniards adopted cig- 
arettes, and if this pernicious practice 
obtains among adult Americans, the ruin 
of the Republic is close at hand” 

By the turn of the century, with anti- 
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smoking forces alleging a direct link be- 
tween a boy's starting to smoke and his 
becoming a thief, a liar, and a deadbeat, 
legislative campaigns attracted wide- 
spread support. The most ardent cam- 
paigner was the Woman's Christian Tem- 
perance Union. One of its leaders, Lucy 
Page Gaston, expanded the Carry Na- 
tion ax-wielding raids to include tobacco 
shops as well as saloons. World War I 
rolled back much of the antismoking cru- 
sade's progress (the salutary effect of 
cigarettes on the wounded was often 
cited, and cigarettes were made part of 
our boys daily ration); but Prohibition ab- 
ruptly accelerated things once more. The 
Eighteenth Amendment banned alcohol 
in 1919, so tobacco became the Evan- 
gelicals new target. Billy Sunday joined 
inthe fray, and the W.C.T.U. actually con- 
sidered lobbying for a nineteenth 
amendment to outlaw tobacco. Temper- 
ance crusader Gaston even filed to run 
for president on an antismoking plank, 
continuing her blitz into small towns 
throughout the Midwest. Again, tobacco 
was the road to perdition, at one with 
lewdness and broken marriages; yet 
when police failed to make arrests as she 


demanded, Gaston's behavior soon be- 
came so erratic that in 1921, the National 
Anti-Cigarette League was left with no al- 
ternative but to fire her. 

During the next three decades the 
antismoking issue fell by the wayside, 
whether because of the zany, devil-may- 
care spirit of the flapper era or Depres- 
sion hardship, it is hard to say. Here and 
there ordinances were passed, but po- 
lice reluctance to chase smokers instead 
of crime meant that most laws were either 
quickly repealed or ignored. By 1964, 
however, the first of the surgeon gener- 
al's reports rekindled things. The most 
conspicuous bit of fallout was the ban- 
ning of cigarette ads on TV in 1971. 
Nevertheless, nonsmokers in the sixties 
seemed content to live with compromise. 
Those who continued to smoke, either by 
choice or their inability to quit, were left 
to their destiny. Even in California, there 
appeared to be an unspoken code of 
manners by which smokers and non- 
smokers could coexist. 

Come forward 20 years, though, and 
all this becomes history. Today's smok- 
ers, like most minority groups, have taken 
abuse, sat in the back of the plane, been 
ousted from restaurants, and even been 
denied employment on the basis of their 
smoking. It is therefore no coincidence 
that smoking bans do, indeed, carry a 
racial and class bias. Smoking is more 
prevalent among black men and women. 
It is highest among blue-collar workers, 
and more common among adults who 
have completed only a high school ed- 
ucation and those earning less than 
$5,000 a year. Given the higher percent- 
age of black adults who smoke, non- 
smoking criteria for employment or pro- 
motion have a discriminatory effect. 
Likewise it is no accident that in Chica- 
go's "Smoker's Court," established to 
handle smoking misdemeanors, a recent 
yearly tally indicates that out of 279 peo- 
ple summoned, 248 were black. Even al- 
lowing for the higher per capita use of 
cigarettes among blacks, this suggests 
that something isn't quite kosher. Is it 
possible that the new evangelical zeal is 
born of privilege? Greater media ac- 
cess? It's a very real question, for who 
has more political leverage, the demo- 
graphically "correct" lawyers, doctors, 
and teachers who've so vociferously 
raised their voices, or the assembly-line 
worker in Akron? 

Is it any wonder, then, that smokers are 
beginning to fight back? New York and 
Connecticut train commuters, city hall 
workers in Ottawa, and McDonnell 
Douglas Helicopter employees have all 
petitioned against smoking bans. There 
are also more formally organized groups, 
such as the Smokers’ Rights Alliance 
based in Mesa, Arizona, or PUFFS (Peo- 
ple United For Friendly Smoking), whose 
cofounder happens to be a nonsmoker 
offended by the gestapolike tactics of 
other nonsmokers. Such groups have 
filed lawsuits, prodded the media, chal- 
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lenged the current wave of antismoking 
legislation, and educated smokers on 
their rights as well as on how such 
preemptive laws may be challenged in 
the first place. If judged solely by their 
numbers, these folks are probably on the 
losing side; but so what? Even the courts 
are in a state of confusion. It is a sticky 
issue. Although the deck has obviously 
been stacked, it's certain not to be re- 
solved by any quick and easy denial of 
individuals’ rights. Moreover, as Dave 
Brenton, the founder of the Smokers' 
Rights Alliance contends, if antismokers 
continue to exaggerate the dangers of 
secondhand smoke, “there'll be a smok- 
еге backlash that could become genu- 
inely ugly, especially if the No Smoking 
advocates grow more high-handed.” 

Perhaps. But let us return to the night- 
mare of Flight 853, since more than any- 
thing else, this is probably the truest pic- 
ture of things to come. 


"For two and a half hours you've never 
asked us what happened on the god- 
damn plane!" Jim Kell recalls telling the 
cops as he and his family were finaliy re- 
leased from the L.A.X. police station at 
4 AM. One uninvolved passenger, non- 
smoker Sandra Swinney, observed that 
it was TWA, not the plane's passengers, 
who had made no attempt to work things 
out. The airline had only been interested 
in filling the plane with standbys. It was 
almost two hours past scheduled depar- 
ture time, with the aircraft in tine for take- 
off, when one of the stewardesses came 
down the aisle and announced the smok- 
ing ban. Nothing had been said back at 
the terminal, and it was at this point, not 
“toward the end of the flight,” as alleged 
by TWA, that smokers started booing, 
pulling out their boarding passes, grum- 
bling, "Hey, we paid for these. . . ." 

Looking at the situation more closely, 
it was with the jumbo L 1011 stili in line for 
takeoff that "Cindy," the stewardess, re- 
turned to the rear of the plane, promising 
to reexamine the situation once they were 
aloft. Twenty minutes after takeoff, the No 
Smoking sign blinked off and "every- 
body lit up, absolutely," Kell insists. "We 
all looked around and it was like, well, 
shit, she's already come back and said 
‘Hold on, guys, let's see what we can do.’ 
The light's off, the little bell rings, and we 
all assumed we could smoke. There were 
at least 30 of us." 

TWA's insistence on an organized 
"protest" notwithstanding, it was spon- 
taneity, not conspiracy, at work here. The 
airline's account also omitted that there 
were two standbys, virtually the last cou- 
ple to board the filled-to-capacity plane, 
seated in the smoking section. "The guy 
was five foot nine, weighed 200 pounds, 
dark hair. Caucasian,” says Jim Kell, us- 
ing the workaday descriptions he picked 
up as a five-year veteran of the Chicago 
police force before moving to Southern 
California to become credit manager of 
a large Jaguar/Maserati/Toyota dealer- 
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ship. "He looked like the kind of guy who 
was going to cause trouble, a mama's- 
boy type, if you know what | mean. He 
was showing off for his lady." 

Nobody paid much attention at first. 
The nonsmoker hadn't said anything to 
fellow passengers, but soon he was gy- 
rating like a jack-in-the-box, bouncing in 
and out of his seat to complain once, 
twice, then again, before Cindy came 
back to zero in on Heather Kell, a pack- 
and-a-half-a-day smoker who had only lit 
up after her infant son had fallen asleep 
in her lap. 

"| was sitting one row back and across 
the aisle from her," recalls another pas- 
senger, Peter Priestley. "I knew the guy 
had been complaining; he was being 
nagged at by his girlfriend. But now Cindy 
came back and grabbed Heather's arm 
and started shaking her; and this stew- 
ardess, I'm telling you, she just wasn't un- 
der control. She could've knocked the 
cigarette and burned the kid badly, and 
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1 was about to say something when she 
turned around and yelled, ‘Don't bitch at 
me! I'm just doing my job! " 

Blond, pert, and "taken with herself," 
as Priestley puts it, the stewardess was 
still holding Heather's arm, angrily de- 
manding the lit cigarette, when nearby 
smokers rose in their seats, hissing and 
booing. Shaking herself free, Heather let 
loose with a barrage of protests heard all 
the way up in first class. 

"Goddamnit, this is bullshit! Find us 
smoking seats or rearrange the section 
so the last three rows are Smoking and 
we'll take turns!" she yelled as fellow 
passengers cheered. Unnerved, Cindy 
said nothing and quickly retreated to the 
forward galley, where she huddled with 
several other flight attendants. 

This, of course, was the main issue. No 
matter that the laws of physics allow cig- 
arette smoke to waft front and back as 
well as sideways—a single nonsmoker 
can “sanitize” an entire smoking row. The 
110115 seating layout of nine seats across 
meant that everyone was now being 
forced to suffer. Federal flight rules, 
though, permit adjusting a smoking sec- 
tion to meet circumstances, adding or 


subtracting rows as needed. The fact that 
Flight 853's highly trained crew was un- 
willing to do some simple math, however, 
soon drove smokers to the lavatories. 

“It was like in high school,” Jim says, 
"sneaking a smoke in the bathroom. The 
flight attendants were back there bang- 
ing on the door, and one of them took her 
key and opened the door on a guy.“ 
Stewardesses were also "patrolling" the 
aisles, trying to nab smokers who were 
doubled over in their seats, cupping their 
cigarettes to avoid detection. One of them 
came back with a fire extinguisher and 
threatened to blanket several rows in 
foam, which was silly, of course, a good- 
humored gesture meant to quell every- 
one's nerves. Yet things became even 
more absurd when during the in-flight 
movie, there was an announcement re- 
questing ali smokers to get up from their 
seats and move to the front of the plane. 
“Like sheep or cattle." as Jim puts it, "we 
stood for ten minutes, waiting for them to 
say something, until finally we all turned 
around, went back, and sat down." 

Even so, the mood of most smokers 
was reasonably pacific, despite another 
stewardess's threat that the plane might 
just put down in St. Louis. One couple 
had even come back from first class, of- 
fering to let smokers rotate and use their 
seats, since the in-flight ban applied only 
to coach. This good humor, though, was 
to change. Cindy was back on the prowl, 
serving dinner. 

The Kells had ordered a special child's 
meal for their four-and-a-half-year-old. As 
Jim started to open the carton of milk, he 
recalls that "it was so goddamn hot, | had 
to let go of it. There was also a Milky Way 
on the tray and it was melted inside the 
wrapper. They'd just shoved the whole 
thing into the microwave and left it there, 
and when | pressed the button for a stew- 
ardess, who was it? Cindy. She looked at 
me and smiled, saying, 1 microwave 
nothing,' and then just walked away." As 
Jim pressed the service button again, a 
fellow passenger volunteered to go for- 
ward for another milk. Kell put aside his 
Scotch. 

"We're in deep shit, there's no doubt in 
my mind now," he thought to himself. “Ға 
had two cocktails, hadn't finished the 
second, and this is when | realized that 
this girl... well, you put a level upside 
her head and the bubble won't come to 
center, she's that out of plumb. So I'm 
going to drink coffee, and I'm telling my- 
self I'd better keep an eye on what's hap- 
pening.” 

It was at this point, with the situation 
becoming “screwier and screwier,” that 
a petition began to circulate throughout 
the smoking section, a complaint list that 
was going to be sent to TWA, signed by 
30 or so passengers. Within minutes, al- 
mostas if in response to this action, there 
came ancther announcement over the 
PA. system, the first such formal an- 
nouncement since Boston, accom- 
panied by the newly activated No Smok- 
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ing signs—smoking was being banned 
forthe duration of the flight. The steward- 
esses were sticking together, obviously 
preparing for what might come later. Un- 
daunted, the 30 or so smokers continued 
puffing away, aware that the single non- 
smoker in their midst, the wimpy mama's 
boy, was back at the bathrooms, still ha- 
ranguing two of the flight attendants. The 
plane continued westward and was more 
than halfway home to Los Angeles. Ac- 
cording to passengers, not once did the 
captain or copilot come aft to check out 
what had been happening. 

It was two hours later, with touchdown, 
that another announcement came over 
the P.A. system: All passengers were to 
remain in their seats after the aircraft 
came to a halt. The police would be 
boarding. In the smoking section, pas- 
sengers looked at one another and 
shrugged. "I assumed it would be a ver- 
bal ass-chewing," Jim says, acknowl- 
edging that what he wanted most was to 
find a TWA rep and deliver an ass-chew- 
ing of his own. 

Instead, with the plane now at the TWA 
gate, three uniformed L.A.X. police offi- 
cers came down the aisle, accompanied 
by Cindy. 

"It was a flashback to her S.S. days in 
her prior life," Kell recalls grimiy. "She 
came down the aisle pointing, 4 want him, 
| want her, | want them.’ '/ want,’ is what 
she's saying, and ! remember that be- 
cause іп my business it's never '/ cant 
sell you this car.’ It's ‘We can't sell you the 
car,’ like fm not making the decision you 
can't buy the Jag for $43,000, the guy in 
the back room is. That's why | remember 
it, and she wasn't reading off a list. It was 
half the damn people sitting there, ten or 
15 people, and it was totally random." 

For his wife Heather, in the aisle seat, 
it was equally confusing: “ looked up at 
the sergeant, a black woman, and she 
said, ‘I'm sorry, but you have to come with 
us.' | said, 'Wait a minute, what am | sup- 
posed to do with all this stuff?'—winter 
coats, baby stuff, the whole bit —and 
meanwhile Cindy's talking about a citi- 
zen's arrest, that she had the power to do 
this and that. Jim was carrying the baby 
bags and Mitchell: ! had Trevor; and nei- 
ther of us could believe what was hap- 
pening. One little old lady who later wrote 
us a letter of support stopped me on the 
way out and said, '| can't believe they're 
degrading you, holding your kids in front 
of 200 people. ” 

In the terminal stood another half-dozen 
cops who had already cordoned off the 
exit. Behind the Kells and the other smok- 
ers who had been "selected" came the 
rest of the flight's 270 passengers— 
pushing, shoving, some trying to make 
connections despite the two-hours-late 
arrival. Cries of "Let us off this goddamn 
plane!" echoed from the rear of the line, 
but the police, without the benefit of any 
TWA representatives to tell them what to 
do, were refusing to let anyone through 

"it was insanity," Heather remembers. 
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"One cop actually asked me, ‘What's 
going on here?' No stewardesses were 
up there—Cindy and the others, includ- 
ing the three cops who'd come onto the 
plane, were in back behind us, and it was 
close to being a riot." 

At the rear of the line, one passenger, 
a nonsmoker, could be heard yelling, on 
the verge of starting a fight, "What're you 
looking at?" Only then did the police be- 
gin to let people through. Jim, though, 
wasn't leaving, even as departing pas- 
sengers thronged past him chanting, 
"Don't fly TWA." He'd finally spotted a 
TWA operations manager, and as the 
other smokers seized their chance and 
took off for baggage claims, he launched 
into his complaint: Cindy's grabbing 
Heather, the microwave incident—the 
whole number, starting with the flight 
crew's capricious and, indeed, unclear 
smoking ban. The TWA man listened, then 
as Cindy had done when Jim had com- 
plained about the scalding milk, simply 
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Although the rationale 
is efficiency, in reality the 
motive is greed, 
and such authoritarianism 
in the name of 
health is perfectly illustrated 
by the airlines. 
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turned and walked away. 

“If | wasn't such an ass, wanting to stick 
around and complain, it would never have 
happened," Jim says. "The other 30 
smokers had already gone, except for 
Priestiey and the other guy they got, and 
the cops just had no one else. The in- 
credible thing is, ! still didn't believe they 
were arresting us; and in fact, when the 
sergeanttook my license she said, 'Look, 
I'm sorry, | can't believe this either, but 
TWA is telling us what to do. ” 

The confusion was even more total than 
Jim and Heather realized. After piecing 
together the scene, it becomes clear that 
the situation inside the terminal was near 
pandemonium, what with onlookers 
drawn to the commotion. As Peter Priest- 
ley filed behind the Kells, he too was 
stopped, and he overheard the steward- 
esses, now at the head of the line, going 
back and forth with the TWA rep, asking 
them, "Are you sure you want to press 
charges?" Priestley's wife Myrtle, an el- 
ementary-school teacher with 28 years 
service, remembers it, too. even though 
she was told to step back, supposedly 
out of earshot: 

‘He had a clipboard in his hand, the 


TWA man, and the first thing | heard was 
his asking the stewardesses, 'How many 
were smoking on the plane—and you 
have only two? Are you sure you want to 
go through with this?' | couldn't hear the 
stewardesses' reply, but they were talk- 
ing among themselves, and one of them 
must have asked him something like, 
‘What do you think?’ because his re- 
sponse was, ‘I'm the ground supervisor, 
you're the flight supervisor. You have to 
make the decision. " 

Priestley, a black streetwise brick ma- 
Son, turned to his wife as he was being 
handcuffed and told her not to say any- 
thing. "It looked like the guy in the suit, 
the TWA rep, was running things; but he 
was taking back and forth to the head 
stewardess and then it switched over, like 
she was in charge; but then all the stew- 
ardesses would look to the police, who 
looked back at them for some sort of word 
as to what they should do, and finally they 
said, ‘Yes, book him.’ Nobody, though, 
was telling us what the charges were, and 
they didn't even tell us at the police sta- 
tion." 

What the Kells and Priestley experi- 
enced at the police station was indeed 
the kind of Katkaesque nightmare that 
arises when mindless authority runs 
rampant. What laws had been broken was 
never clearto anyone, although what was 
obvious was that civil liberties had been 
abrogated in the name of smoke-free air 
апа TWAs need to justify its arbitrary ac- 
tions. The L.A.X. cops had been re- 
cruited in this crusade, and soon, too, the 
local Los Angeles press would be en- 
listed. After being detained two and a half 
hours, both the Kells and Priestley were 
simply told to go home. Nobody was for- 
mally charged, although a high-ranking 
police officer at the scene allowed that a 
report of the incident would have to be 
forwarded to the L.A. District Attorney. 

Still, it was this same officer who, side 
by side with Jim at the men's urinals, 
urged him to go after TWA with a good 
lawyer. Since then, the Kells and Priest- 
ley have filed a $10 million suit against 
TWA, which will doubtless be resolved 
through an out-of-court settlement. Yet is 
this what lies ahead for smokers? Law- 
suits not so much to protect the right to 
smoke, but to defend against physical, 
verbal, and emotional abuse as well as 
discriminatory laws and enforcement? 
Ask any smoker—he or she will more than 
likely say that it's been getting harder and 
harder, despite their willingness to ac- 
commodate nonsmokers needs. Sub- 
mission, though, has turned into subju- 
gation, and smokers are now having to 
fight back. The antismokers have gone 
too far. Smokers and nonsmokers may 
legitimately consider health questions as 
they work out mutual accommodation. But 
more important, both need to consider 
the mental health of antismoking crusad- 
ers. A cigarette is for smoking; but, as 
the saying goes. the cigarette smoker's 
not for burning. At least not yet. Og 
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"Dave worked with Roger McGough 

ate in 1986 on original ideas for the Pink 
Floyd project," Brown explains, "but those 
ideas remain a gray area. We're waiting 
or Dave to finish his Pink Floyd world tour 
to see what will come of it all." 
"The idea to contact me came from Bob 
Ezrin,” says Carole Pope. "It was January 
of 1987 and they were looking for some- 
body to rewrite a batch of Dave Gilmour's 
material, so | went over to England for a 
ew weeks to lend assistance. Bob and 
David also asked me if | had any sug- 
gestions for concept albums in the Pink 
Floyd style. By the time | left England in 
February, they still couldn't decide what 
to do. They did have one song, though, 
which | thought was quite nice, though it 
never surfaced on Lapse of Reason. It 
was a mid-tempo thing about Roger 
Waters, called 'Peace Be With You.' 
Seems strange that they didn't use it.” 

And so, while the genuine creative al- 
liance of the Pink Floyd Sound lies in an 
unquiet grave, David Gilmour has con- 
trived a ghoulish farm-club system de- 
signed to generate prolific stand-ins and 
impostors. As you read this, the current 
Floyd cavalcade is fulfilling its last global 
concert commitments. But peace is not 
at hand. Once Gilmour completes the tour, 


Theres a Joker at Eyery Party! 


perhaps he'll contact those collaborators 
currently on hold for whatever Pink Floyd 
roles stand vacant. Its as if a surviving 
Beatle—say, Paul McCartney—had in- 
stituted an employment agency for Beat- 
les clones, and found it worked efficiently 
enough to dare call the fickle roster the 
Fab Four. 

Bob Ezrin, who could be at the helm 
for the next episode of this pop chica- 
nery, has his own convoluted rationale for 
the enterprise. 

"| think Roger is brilliant, but he's a 
tough guy to disagree with, and he can 
be overly passionate and uncompromis- 
ing. It's those qualities that go into mak- 
ing him a great artist, but neither Dave 
nor | would ever consider ourselves great 
artists. We're more interested in creating 
something that's popular and fun. Ac- 
tually, | hate the word artist, but | would 
definitely concede that Roger is a great 
artist—as well as a total obsessive and 
a psychiatrist's dream. | love Roger, and 
| truly love most of what he does, but not 
enough anymore to go through what's 
necessary to be a part of his process. 
It's far easier for Dave and | to do our 
version of a Floyd record." 

For Gilmour's part, he will press on un- 
less a court decision prohibits him from 
such activities 

'| don't see any reason why | should 
stop,” he states lersely. "It took decades 
of care and feeding for Pink Floyd to find 


its loyal audience, and | won't throw in 
the towel, especially after Lapse of Rea- 
son has been such a huge success 
Roger doesn't have the right at present 
to tell me what to do with my life, although 
he believes that he does. And he'll not 
ruin my career, although lately hes been 
trying to." 

Actually, apart from the ongoing legal 
fray, Roger Waters is pouring most of his 
energies into promoting and performing 
Amused to Death— plus writing material 
or a fourth album of his own 

"Things change so drastically and yet 
hey remain the same," Waters assures, 
leaving his chair in his West London home 
lo begin another afternoon of trial-and- 
error songcraft in the Billiard Room. "The 
Lennon Instinct tells me that, as with 
John's song of the same name, my ap- 
proach to the Floyd fight is ‘just like start- 
ing over.’ Yet I'm also pleased that Гуе 
got a new career, a solo career, that I've 
been nurturing since 1984. 

“The main difference between me and 
Dave Gilmour is that, when it comes time 
or him to finally confess his dishonest 
venture to the world, l'Il at least have the 
ustice of a solid, credible head start on 
him." 
Waters shows a fatigued grin. "That's 
ihe benefit of putting your own good 
name on your work. If people do decide 
hey enjoy it, they always know who to 
hank and where to find you. Ot+-g 
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NFL PREDICTIONS 
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nothing in return. Testaverde didn't get 
his first start until the 12th week of last 
season, and four games isn't enough to 
get your feet wet, even in Tampa Bay. Still 
he did manage to pass for 1,081 yards 
and five touchdowns, which was enough 
to make a believer out of his coach. "He 
plays to win," says Perkins. That's just 
great, Ray. Do you know any quarter- 
backs who play to lose? In any case, the 
Buccaneers, 4-11 in '87, figure to finish 
last in the N.EC. Central, but there's hope 
for the future. Perkins drafted well in '87 
and again this year, when he landed Wis- 
consin's Paul Gruber, the top-rated offen- 
sive lineman in college football. Tampa 
Bay also drafted Georgia running back 
Lars Tate, who'll spell relief for James Wil- 
der. Tate could turn out to be a key man: 
Last fall the Bucs finished 26th in rushing 
and 27th in total offense. Perkins needs 
time. Perkins always needs time. 


N.EC. WESTERN DIVISION 

Say it ain't so, Joe: During the off-season, 
49ers quarterback Joe Montana was on 
the trading block, and not at his request. 
Coach Bill Walsh, who benched Montana 
during the 49ers' play-off loss to Minne- 
sota, said he had to listen to any and all 
offers for his All-Pro passer. He did; and 
luckily for the Niners, Montana is still with 
them. Steve Young is Walsh's quarter- 
back of tomorrow, but today still belongs 
to Montana. In 87, the N.FL.'s top-rated 
passer threw 266 completions, good for 
3,054 yards and 31 touchdowns. All-Pro 
wide receiver Jerry Rice, despite playing 
only a dozen games because of the player 
strike, set an N.FL. record with 22 touch- 
down receptions. Now that the Niners 
have acquired wide-out Dokie Williams 
from the Raiders, their passing game— 
second in the N.EL. last year—will be 
even more explosive. Talk about a bal- 
anced attack: Led by Roger Craig's 815 
yards, the 49ers—with a 13—2 record, 
tops inthe N.EL.—led the league in rush- 
ing with 2,237 yards. So what went 
wrong? The Niners, who've won two 
Super Bowls in the eighties, may have 
become postseason choke artists —for 
the third year in a row, they were blown 
out big in the play-offs. It's gut-check time 
in San Francisco. 

After unloading an unhappy Eric Dick- 
erson, Los Angeles just never seemed to 
get untracked. In reality, the Rams didn’t 
really miss Dickerson. Cleveland castoff 
Charles White, his replacement, wound 
up leading the league in rushing with 
1,374 yards. The real trouble was that 
second-year quarterback Jim Everett 
(he'll be better this fall) had a very so-so 
season: Even though he passed for 2,064 
yards, Everett threw just ten touchdown 
passes and 13 interceptions. The Rams 
finished 6—9, and they will be better this 
fall, too. As a result of the Dickerson trade, 
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Coach John Robinson—starting with 
U.C.L.A. running back Gaston Green— 
was able to select six of the first 64 picks 
in this year's college draft. Last season 
marked the first time in five years that 
Robinson's Rams didn't make the play- 
offs, but they'll be back come January. 
In September, when Pope John Paul Il 
visited New Orleans, thousands of Cres- 
cent City football fans greeted the pontiff 
with black-and-gold bumper stickers that 
read, THE POPE LOVES THE SAINTS! Whether 
he loves the football variety is still open 
to question, but he just might, for New 
Orleans had a franchise season in '87. 
Winners for the first time in their 21-year 
history, the Saints finished 12-3, a record 
second only to San Francisco's. Divinely 
inspired or not, the Saints were brought 
down to earth by those pagan Vikings in 
the play-offs. The important thing is that 
in the foreseeable future, New Orleans 
fans won't have to attend games wearing 
paper bags over their heads—the Ain'ts 
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Cowboy Coach Tom Landry 
has announceq his retirement 
after this year. He 
really should have taken it 
on the lam after last 
season, because this one 
promises to be truly brutal. 
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are dead; long live the Saints. General 
Manager Jim Finks (who did it in Chi- 
cago) has molded himself another strong 
team, and Coach Jim Mora knows how 
to properly deploy talent. In '87, quarter- 
back Bobby Hebert rang up the best 
numbers of his three-year N.FL. career 
(2,119 yards, 15 touchdowns, and just 
nine interceptions). Led by Rueben 
Mayes and Dalton Hilliard, the Saints had 
the N.FC.'s second-ranked rushing at- 
tack, and they might go to No. 1 in that 
department this season: In the college 
draft, Finks landed Pittsburgh's Craig 
"Ironhead" Heyward, a 250-pound bat- 
tering ram of a runner. Morten Andersen, 
voted the team's sexiest player by all the 
women he's dated, is the best place- 
kicker in the N.FL. and last year scored 
121 points. The Saints biggest weapon 
is their defense: They limited opposing 
teams to only 81 first downs rushing in 
'87. Team owner Tom Benson—who likes 
to prance around with an umbrella —will 
have plenty of chances to do his very 
famous sideline victory dance. 

Bumper stickers apparently are the in 
thing in the N.EC. West. Long-suffering 
Atlantans who root for the Braves in 


baseball and the Falcons in football have 
been driving around town with bumper 
stickers bearing the following message 
GO, BRAVES—AND TAKE THE FALCONS WITH 
vou! They're not kidding, either. In '87 the 
Falcons were last in N.FL. attendance 
(they averaged home-game crowds of 
only 23,726), and this year they've sold 
less than 23,000 season tickets. My ad- 
vice to Atlanta is to hold off on running 
the Falcons out of town—I'm told that in- 
ept team owner Rankin Smith, Sr., will sell 
the team within two years. Smith is the 
only man in football who can make Bob 
Irsay look like a genius, so a change in 
ownership should mean immediate im- 
provement. Until then, the team will con- 
tinue to stink up Atlanta-Fulton County 
Stadium. Last year the Falcons—with the 
worst offense and worst defense in pro 
football—finished 3-12, the worst record 
in the N.EL. Says Coach Marion Camp- 
bell, "There is no quick fix." Boy, does he 
have that right. The Falcons are almost a 
case study in chaos. The front office is a 
complete mess (Team President Rankin 
Smith, Jr., seems to have been demoted 
by Daddy), and things aren't any better 
out on the field: 15 players have either 
been fired or retired. Aside from running 
backs William Andrews and Sylvester 
Stamps, who averaged an N.FL.-high 27.5 
yards-per-kickoff return, Atlanta's of- 
ense is punchless. The Falcons top-two 
draft choices—Auburn's Aundray Bruce 
and U.S.C.'s Marcus Cotton—will both 
start, and along with Tony Casillas, will 
provide the team with respectable line- 
backing. Unhappily, the rest of Atlanta's 
defense is so crummy it'll be hard to tell. 
Let the nightmares begin!O4—m 
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usually because Quivers is there to insti- 
gate the action. While there are no scripts 
for the daily shows, Robin comes to work 
prepared each morning by having read 
everything in sight. She then tells Stern 
what's going on in the world. It may sound 
innocuous; but Quivers comes as close 
as any human being can to understand- 
ing the workings of a madmans mind. 
Her choice in deciding what's news has 
nothing to do with the headlines of that 
day's New York Times. "| like to explore 
his mind," she explains. "I think it's very 
interesting what's going on in that laby- 
rinth and what's around the corner. That's 
why we wind up getting in trouble, be- 
cause | push him to the nth degree." 

When she's not pushing Howard to the 
"nth degree," she's often bringing him 
back to reality. On a show early in their 
career together, Stern was talking about 
some stud who wrote a book revealing 
how and why he was successful in get- 
ting 15,000 women to go to bed with him. 
"| was laughing," Robin recalls, "and 
thinking, this is the most ridiculous stuff 
l've ever heard. | had a snide look on my 
face, and Howard said, 'No, Robin, this 
is true, because he's gone to bed with 
15,000 women.' Then Howard said 
something about the guy wearing tight 
pants to emphasize his crotch. Anyway, 
| turned to Howard and said, ‘Well, if he's 
Slept with 15,000 women, when did he 
have time to put on his pants?' " 

For all that, Robin is very capable of 
saying some strange things herself. For 
example, there was the show when Stern 
remarked on how some woman in the 
studio resembled actress Ann Jillian 
"What do you think?" Howard asked Ro- 
bin. Without missing a beat, Quivers re- 
sponded, "Well, she does look like Ann 
Jillian, but with her breasts." 

But before anybody out there might 
accuse Quivers of cruelty toward women 
who have undergone breast-cancer sur- 
gery, she explains, "It sort of bothered 
me—I cant believe | said it. But the world 
doesn't change; the sun doesn't stop 
coming up and down just because | made 
a breast joke. | mean, all that we are doing 
is talking. | never understand why people 
become so irate over something some- 
body says 

"| mean, it's the same kind of stuff peo- 
ple do when they're sitting around in a 
bar having a good time with their friends, 
and that's how | considered what were 
doing. We just do it on the air." 

Regardless of what their critics have to 
say about them, for most of us it's good 
news that Stern and Quivers will be 
around for a long time. Their insanity is 
what keeps their audience sane. Will they 
become wilder? Tamer? Don't ask Robin. 
“I'm like Nancy Reagan. | have to call my 
psychic, my astrologer. | have no idea 
what's going to happen."O+—mw 
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walked into a New Orleans restaurant with 
one of my players, Marlbert Pradd, and 
his girlfriend. He was one of the finest 
young basketball players in the country, 
and he was black 

The owner of the restaurant, who knew 
me, said, "Mort, you can come in, but you 
have got to leave the nigger and his girl- 
friend outside." 

He said this loud enough for Marlbert 
to hear. | thought, My God! How can you 
hurt someone whom you don't even 
know? | turned to Marlbert and said, 
"Stand here just a second. Don't get into 
any trouble. l'Il take care of this." 

I went inside and walked straight to the 
bandstand. | caught the eye of my friend 
Tommy Dawn, playing there with his band, 
the Sunsets. 

"Tommy," | said, "stop playing right now. 
I'm with a black friend and they won't let 
us in the restaurant." 

The band stopped playing immedi- 
ately and packed up its equipment 
"What the hell are you doing?" the 
manager screamed. 

"| know these guys,” | said. "They don't 
like playing in a restaurant where you 
won't let black people come in." 

Days later | was smacked with a half- 
million-dollar lawsuit, filed by the restau- 
rant owner, who claimed that | had de- 
stroyed his business. 

was two years before the case came 
to trial, two years during which the Amer- 
ican Civil Liberties Union and every so- 
called liberal lawyer in town refused to 
take the case 

When | walked into the courtroom in 
1969, | had to represent myself in a case 
with clear racial implications before a jury 
of men and women from the Deep South. 
Luckily they were my peers. 

They had no difficulty in making a de- 
cision. Here were 12 honest middle-class 
men and women who, given the oppor- 
tunity, could separate right from wrong. 
They ruled in my favor, against the res- 
taurant owner. 

| say that these 12 southerners, like 
millions and millions of their peers in 
America, are heroes who can break down 
the walls of prejudice through the appli- 
cation of common sense . . . 

... if only their political leaders will let 
them. 

I am sick and tired of the liberals pro- 
claiming that they are the only people in 
the country concerned about civil rights. 
That is an unadulterated lie. Today's lib- 
eral looks down upon blacks and other 
minorities. Whenever he says they can- 
not take care of themselves, he is exhib- 
iting his hidden racism. 

People cannot take care of them- 
selves? 

Baloney! 

It is up to us to give them an equal 
opportunity to take care of themselves, 
then step aside to let them do it. Oa 
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to lose. And an entirely new world of 
enjoyment to gain. 


The Xandria Collection, Dept. P0988 
P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131 


Please send me, by first class mail, my copy of the 
Xandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue. Enclosed is 
my check or money order for four dollars which will be 
appliedtowards my first purchase. (U.S. Residents only). 


Name. 
Address 
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! 
| City 
: 
' 
i 
i 
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' 
' 


State 
Tam an adult over 21 years of age: 


Zip 


(signature required) 


Xandria, 1245 16th St., San Francisco. Void where 
prohibited by law. 
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DIFFICULTIES 


Three-Minute Mysteries 


GAMES 


How often have I said to you that when 
you have eliminated the impossible, 
whatever remains, however improba- 
ble, must be the truth.—Sherlock 
Holmes, "The Sign of the Four" 


No one has the time for a long mystery 
nowadays. Accordingly, numerous in- 
dividuals around the world have set 
themselves to dreaming up "three-min- 
ute mysteries": crimes in which the de- 
tective is expected to come up with the 
solution in 180 seconds. Here are 23 of 
these little teasers. Many contain more 
than one clue; and while some admit to 
more than one solution, all are painfully 
obvious when you know the answer. In 
fact, you might say, as Holmes did not, 
"Elementary, my dear Watson." 

And to thicken the plot, we are initi- 
ating a contest this month for the best 
new three-minute mystery. If you know 
of or can create one, send it to Myster- 
ies, 464 Mill Hill Drive, Southport, Conn. 
06490. The five best mysteries sent in 
by our readers will earn the authors a 
copy of The Complete Sherlock Holmes 
by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, plus publi- 
cation in a future "Games" column. 


THE MYSTERIES 

Below are 23 minimysteries. You are 
given the situation and must deduce 
how it occurred. While there may be 
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more than one solution, only the most 
popular is given. 

1. A dead man lies in the desert. Next 
to him is a full canteen of water. There 
are no tracks leading to the body; the 
sands are level and bare, and the sky 
is clear. He has a pack on his back that 
has not been opened. He did not die of 
thirst or hunger, and he was not mur- 
dered. How did he die? 

2. While climbing a 15,000-foot 
mountain believed to be unscaled, three 
mountaineers came upon a cabin only 
100 feet below the summit. Looking in 
through the cabin's Perspex window, 
they saw three frozen corpses. How 
could this be? 

3. Two hookers offer their services to 
a high roller at a casino in Las Vegas. 
"We charge $150 for one of us, or $300 
for all of us," they tell him. The gambler 
is interested, especially when he no- 
lices that the hookers look identical. 
"Hey, looks like I’m gonna double my 
pleasure while you girls double your 
money. I've never made it with twins be- 
fore." The ladies answer, "We don't like 
to disappoint our clients, but we're not 
twins. Were only sisters who were born 
on the same day." Why should this make 
the gambler even more interested? 

4. Suddenly the music stopped and 
all was still. Then the crowd in the tent 
watched the man die. Why? 


5. A man is found dead in an alley, 
lying in a pool of red with two sticks 
crossed near his head. How was he 
killed? 

6. A man is found dead in the Arctic 
with a fur-covered pack on his back. 
The people who find him know that it 
was the pack on his back that killed him. 
How? 

7. It was nearly spring and they were 
searching for a man they had seen in 
the field the day before. All they found 
was a pipe, a carrot, and a pile of peb- 
bles together in the middle of the field. 
Where was the man? 

8. Betty signals to the headwaiter in 
a restaurant, and says, “There's a fly in 
my tea.” "No problem, madam. | will 
bring you a fresh cup of tea,” says the 
waiter. A few minutes later Betty shouts, 
“Get the manager! This is the same cup 
of tea!" How did she know? 

9. А man whom you'd never call Dad- 
dy recently traveled to 20 countries and 
stayed in each for a month. During this 
time he never saw the light of day. Who 
is this man? (And, no, he's not Dracula.) 

10. A man is found shot to death in a 
car with a crumpled piece of paper on 
the floor. Two sets of tracks lead away 
from the car. One set is made of two 
parallel lines close together; the other 
is of two more widely spaced parallel 
lines. The police know the kind of man 
to look for. How? 

11. Coming home from work, Simon 
had just put his key in the lock of his 
door when he heard his wife Betty 
scream, "Bill, don't kill me!" He dashes 
into find Betty dead with a knife buried 
in her chest. Standing around the body 
are a postman, a doctor, and a lawyer. 
The husband immediately knows the 
postman killed his wife. How? 

12. At three in the morning, a man 
picks up the phone and dials. Someone 
answers. The man says, "Does Hartley 
McSchnorer live there?" The other party 
responds, "No one by that name lives 
here." The man says, "I'm sorry, wrong 
number. Thank you." Then he hangs up, 
smiles, and goes to sleep. What just oc- 
curred? 

13. After coming from behind in a 


THE MAILBAG 


This unique offer is for only the most fas- 
tidious connoisseurs of this special treat. If 
youre turned on by gorgeous women en- 
gaged in steamy sappho love you'll marvel 
as you watch this unique high quality video 
collection specially created for our clien- 
tele. Featuring over 50 erotic superstars in 
25 videos. Specify VHS or BETA. To Order 
send $12.50 plus $4 P/H to VIDEO MAS- 
TERPIECES, Dept. 148E98 PO. Box 5460, 
Chicago, IL 60680-5460. Must be over 18. 


To expand our list of Satisfied Customers, 
we cut out the Middle-man to bring you an 
unusual offer. We will send you the HOT- 
TEST Collection of Videos ever assembled 
for only 1¢ ea., plus P&H. This offer has no 
strings attached. Stop paying Top $$$ for 
your XXX Entertainment. Buy direct from 
the manufacturer. See 42 HOT Stars: 
Rachel Ashley, Sharon Mitchell, Jeannie 
Pepper, and Ginger Lynn, to name a few! 
FREE 90 WETSHOT VIDEO IF YOU OR- 
DER WITHIN THE NEXT 30 DAYS!!! Send 
Name & Address with $25 (that's 1c plus 
59¢ ea for shipping) To: Direct Video, Dept 
168E98. PO. Box 12007 Merrillville, IN 
46411. Specify BETA or VHS. Must be over 
18 to order. 


Select beautiful ladies for friendship and 
dating. Thousands available including, 
Latin, American, Oriental and European. All 
areas! Our service is fast and discreet. Write 
to Latin Club, Box 1716-PT, Chula Vista, CA 
92012 or call 24 hours (619) 425-1867. 


Ten of the Hottest newcomers in adult films 
with the most prolific male stars. Featuring 
Janette Little Dove, Kari Fox, and More! 
Ten of the most explicit videos ever filmed 
and they're yours for this unheard of price. 
To order send $17.95 + $3.00 postage and 
handling to VIDEO ATTRACTIONS, Dept. 
132E98 PO. Box S, Michigan City, IN 46360. 
Specify VHS or BETA clearly. Please print 
shipping address and sign your order stat- 
ing that you are over 18 years of age. 


VCA Pictures, the most trusted name in adult 
entertainment, is offering FREE PREVIEW 
TAPES containing 60 minutes each of 
unexpurgated hard-core highlites of our 
greatest hits. Send $5 each postage 
and handling (refunded on your first order) 
to: VCAMAIL ORDER 

9333 Oso Ave.*Dept. PH98 

Chatsworth, CA 91311-6089 

Il Free: 1-800-458-4336 

„bsonorvoauans.nc In Calif.: 818-993-5858 
VISA/MASTERCARD GLADLY ACCEPTED. 
Send Me The Following FREE Previews: 
Vol. 1 O Vol. 2 Vol. 3 O Vol. 4 OVol. 5 


We represent the Midwest's largest man- 
ufacturer of genuine Adult Videos and quite 
frankly we're willing to give our Videos away 
in hopes of future business. Seeing is be- 
lieving and we're convinced that once you 
see these great products, you'll become a 
regular buying customer. This is a one-time 
offer, one order per household, please . . . 
so act NOW. Yes send all 30 full-length Vid- 
eos-FREE!! Enclose $15 for Р/Н (50€ each) 
Send Name Address & P/H to: IMAGE 
MAKERS Dept. 141E98 PO BOX 5460 Chi- 
cago, ІІ 60680-5460. Please specify VHS 
or BETA. Must be 18 to order. 


Mail directly to the Advertiser 
m m a name and address below only 


48 XXX VIDEOS featuring every form of 
swingin and swapin to ever scorch the sil- 
ver screen. You'll see the hottest stars in 
full length uncensored scenes with virile 
superman. These are high resolution shot- 
on-video features for incredibly detailed 
close-ups. Hot titles include Creamed 
Cheeks, Panty Raid, Allthat Jizz and more. 
Satisfaction Guaranteed. Send $14.95 plus 
$4 P/H to: ONE STOP VIDEO, Dept 
195E98, Box M877, Gary, IN 46401-0877. 
Specify VHS or BETA. Must be 18 to order. 


GIRLS, GUYS & COUPLES in your area 
Want To Meet You! Call our TOLL FREE 
number today and receive our Members 
Only Directory. This quarterly magazine is 
filled with OVER 1000 ADS, many with 
name, phone number & addresses for your 
direct contact. Stop Fantasizing about it and 
startliving it today! TOLL FREE 1-800-253- 
2033 OH 1-214-358-7513 24 HOURS. Ex- 
citement is just a phone call away! 


KEISHA (pictured), EBONY AYES, BUFFY 
DAVIS, PATTY PLENTY, CHRISTY CAN- 
YON & 15 other Double "D" delights cap- 
tured On Video in explicit, uncensored ac- 
tion, coupled with todays top male stars. 
Features every form of TIT ACTION known 
to man. Don't delay, send today. Only $19.80 
(99е each) Plus $4 Р/Н to: DOUBLE "D" 
VIDEO Dept.179E98 P.O. Box 5460 Chicago, 
IL, 60680-5460. Specify VHS or BETA. 
Please print shipping address and sign 
stating that your are over 18 years of age. 


burst of speed, Bruce won the race, bu 


received no trophy. Why? 

14. A man drives over a set of stee! 
spikes and lacerates his tire. Neverthe- 
less, he manages to travel the last 300 
miles of the Sahara road race with a flat 
tire. How did he manage? 

15. A woman takes a two-week cruise 
from New York to Jamaica, then a three- 
day cruise from New York to Maine and 
back. She stays in her cabin all the time 
on both journeys. As a result, she makes 
$250,000. How did she manage this? 

16. In New York City's Central Park, 
in the middle of summer, police have 
discovered the frozen body of a man 
lying in the center of a baseball dia- 
mond. There are no footprints leading 
to or away from the body. How did he 
die, and how did his body get to where 
it was found? 

17. There is blood on the ceiling of 
her room, but nowhere else in the room. 
How is that possible? 

18. A car without a driver moves; a 
man dies. How was it done, and how 
did the murderer get away with it? 

19. On an archaeological dig, the fro- 
zen remains of a man and woman are 
found. Immediately the archaeologists 
realize that the remains are those of 
Adam and Eve. How? 

20. A man sitting on a park bench 
reads a newspaper article headlined 
"Death at Sea," and says, “A murder has 
been committed!" What makes him so 
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sure that such a crime has occurred? 

21. A horse jumps over the tower and 
lands on a man, who disappears. How 
can such a thing be? 

22. Two priests sitting in the castle's 
chapel see the queen attack the king 
and kill him. The priests rise, shake 
hands, and leave the room. Why so 
sanguine about regicide? 

23. A woman offers incontrovertible 
proof in court that her husband was 
murdered by her sister. The judge de- 
clares, "This is the strangest case I've 
ever seen. Though it's a cut-and-dried 
case, this murderess cannot be pun- 
ished.” Why not? 


THE SOLUTIONS 

1. The backpack contains a parachute 
that failed to open when he jumped from 
a plane. 

2. The cabin high on the mountain is 
an airplane cabin. The bodies are those 
of the crew, killed when they crashed in 
a storm. 

3. The girls are not twins, but two of 
a set of triplets. All professionals. 

4. At a circus, the band conductor 
murders the blindfolded tightrope 
walker by prematurely stopping the mu- 
sic, thus making the tightrope walker 
think he has reached the other side. 

5. The man died from eating a poi- 
soned Popsicle. 

6. The pack on his back is a pack of 
wolves 

7. The man was where the pipe, car- 
rot, and stones are. They are the rem- 
nants of a melted snowman. 

8. Betty had already sugared the tea 
before sending it back. 

9. The man is an ancient mummy on 
tour to different museums throughout the 
world. 

10. The dead man had been the driver 
in a hit-and-run accident that paralyzed 
its victim. The victim, confined to a 
wheelchair now, wrote down the car's 
license number and stalked the driver 
and killed him. 

11. The postman is a man, The doctor 
and lawyer are women. 

12. The man is calling his neighbor to 
wake him. His neighbor was snoring so 


loudly that the man could not fall asleep. 

13. Bruce is a horse. 

14. The flat tire is his spare. 

15. She was smuggling. On the first 
trip, a confederate brought contraband 
to her cabin and hid it. She left it there 
after leaving the ship so that she 
wouldn't have to take it through Cus- 
toms. On the second cruise, she had 
the same cabin on the same ship. This 
time she didn't have to worry about 
Customs. 

16. A poor peasant wanted desper- 
ately to get out of Poland, so he hid him- 
self in the landing-gear assembly of a 
transatlantic flight. He died of hypother- 
mia during the trip; his body froze while 
the plane was in the stratosphere. When 
the landing gear opened on the plane's 
approach to Kennedy Airport, his body 
fell into the park. 

17. A mosquito drank some of her 
blood. She swatted it on the ceiling. 

18. The murderer set the car on a 
slope above the victim's hot dog stand. 
He then used a block of ice to keep the 
brake pedal down, and put the car in 
drive. The murderer then flew to an- 
other city to avoid suspicion. It was a 
rainy day, but warm enough for the ice 
to melt. When it did, the car rolled down 
the hill and struck the hot dog man at 
his roadside stand, killing him. 

19. The two bodies lacked what only 
Adam and Eve could possibly lack— 
belly buttons 

20. The man is a travel agent. He sold 
a man two tickets on a cruise ship, but 
one of them was only a one-way ticket. 
When the agent reads that the wife of 
the man to whom he sold the tickets fell 
overboard "accidentally" and drowned, 
he concludes it must have been a pre- 
meditated murder, because the man 
knew not to get a return ticket. 

21. Its a game of chess. A knight 
jumped over a rook and captured a 
pawn. 

22. The two priests are playing chess; 
one of them just checkmated by mov- 
ing his queen. 

23. The woman and her sister are Si- 
amese twins, and one cant be jailed 
without jailing the other.O4—m 


10 Super Hits for $4.95 


Tes PIE 


ity. 


2. 


Forbidden 
Fruit 


Get the ten дек! adult hits of all time, all absolutely uncut originals, for just $49.50 total. 


That's only $4 


each for almost 13 full hours of classic sex, peine cen Throat, The Devil In 
Miss Jones and Debbie Does Dallas. Don't wait. Get your ten super 


its now! 


#XSF100 All 10 Super Hits for only $49.50 total! If purchased separately features are $14.95 each. 


XAR-921 Deep Throat Gerard Damiano's hit 
starring Linda Lovelace and Carol Connors. 
XVX-902 School Memories starring Annette 
Haven, Dorothy Le May, Jamie Gillis and 
John Leslie. 

XAR-922 The Devil In Miss Jones Gerard Dam- 
iano's all time hit starring Georgina Spelvin and 
Harry Reems. 


XVX-914 On White Satin starring Seka, Lisa 
DeLeeuw and Tami Thomas. 

XVX-901 Debbie Does Dallas starring Bambi 
Woods, Misty White, and Rikki O'Neal. 
XVX-917 Legend Of Lady Blue starring Gloria 
Leonard, Maureen Spring and John Smih. 
XMS-907 Too Good To Be True starring Ginger 
Lynn, Jade Nichols, and Steve Drake. 


XVX-916 Forbidden Fruit starring Kay Parker 
and Mike Ranger. 

XMS-912 The Passion Within starring Annette 
Haven, Nina Hartley, Shana McCullough and 
John Leslie. 

XVH-203 Same Time Every Year starring Loni 
Sanders, Tiffany Clark and China Leigh. 


Features, Lifestyles and Collections, 60-90 min. 


XVX-911 Reflections starring Annette Haven, Kathy 
Thomas, Bunny Holiday, Paul Thomas, 90 min. $9.95. 
XVX-910 Getting Off starring Desiree Cousteau, 
John Leslie, Serena, 90 min. 9995. 

XAT-118 Heavenly Desire starring Seka, Serena, 
Johnny Keyes, 90 min. $9.95. 

XAT-121 Like A Virgin II starring p Bleu, Christy 
Canyon, Sharon Milchell, 90 min. $9.95. 

XMS-915 Kinky Sex Acts starring Cara Lott, Bunny 
Bleu, Paul Thomas, 90 min. $9.95. 

XVX-602 Hot Hits Collection—Best of Debbie Does 
Dallas, The Untamed, Reflections, Eruption, Devil's 
Playground, 9 more $9.95. 

XVX-603 Climax Collection—Best of Inside Desiree 
Cousteau, Getting Off, China Lust, Star Virgin, Pink 
Lips, 18 more. $9.95 

XAT-115 RX for Sex starring Julia Perrier, Lauren St. 
Germain, 90 min. $9.95. 

XMT-918 Body Scorcher starring Chris Thompson, 
Brandon Wild, Kevin Collins (All Male). $14.95. 
XGT-234 Lesbian Wife starring Rae Ann Daren, 
Brenda Brooks (All Girl). $14.95. 

XMS-608 Perverted Wives starring Christy Canyon, 
Heather Wayne, Bunny Bleu (All Gil). $1495. 
XAT-287 Sex Gang starring Cindy Snow, Paula Perry 
(All Girl). $14.95. 

XMS-914 Isle of Lesbo starring Heather Wayne, 
Bunny Bleu, Cara Lott (All Girl). $14.95. 

XGT-116 Danielle's Girlfriends starring Tara Aire, 
Annie Owen (All Girl). $14.95. 

XGT-108 Women's Fantasies starring К.С. Valentine, 
Danielle, Annie Owen (All Girl). $14.95. 

XGT-115 Women Who Love Women starring Rhonda 
Jo Petty, Manique Perry (All Girl). $14.95. 

XMS-903 Oral Delights starring Seka, John Holmes, 
Annetle Haven, 90 min. $9.95. 

XMS-906 China & Silk starring Ginger Lynn, Susan 
Hart, Harry Reems, 90 min. 3985. 

XMT-907 Big Favors starring Dirk Caldwell, Dana 
Peterson, Shadow Joyce (All Male), 90 min. $14.95. 
XMT-902 Never Big Enough starring Kevin Collins, 
Dana Pearson (All Male], 90 min. $1495. 

XMT-908 Greenhorn starring Andy Fuller, Jim Rodg- 
ers, Adam Mitchell (All Male], 90 min. $14.95. 


XMS-910 Slip Into Ginger & Amber starring Ginger, 
Amber, Stacey, Tom Byron, 90 min. $9.95. 

XMS-913 Potpourri Of Sex starring Seka, John, An- 
nette (All Star Classic), 90 min. $9.99. 

XVX-904 Pastries starring Uschi Digart and Buxom 
Beauties. 90 min. $14.95. 

XMS-911 Jacqueline's Swapmeet starring Tracey 
Adams, Sheri St. Claire, 90 min. $9.95 

XVX-908 Intimate Couples starring Rikki Blake, An- 
gel West, Herschel Savage, 90 min. (cured ats gh) $9.95 
XMS-916 Bare Elegance starring Crystal Breeze, R 
Bolla, Stevie Taylor, 90 min. (pictured ot igh) $9.95 
XVX-907 Sweet Alice starring Seka, John Holmes, 
Desiree Cousteau, 90 min. (pictured at right $9.95 

XAT-126 Spermbusters starring Ginger Lynn, Heather 
Wayne, Ron Jeremy, 90 min. pictured a'righ) $9.95 
XAT-124 Surfside Sex starring Sharon Mitchell, Tif- 
fany Blake, Peter North, 90 min. ipictued at igh! $9.95 
XAT-109 Pleasure So Deep starring international 
cover girl Lauren St. Germain, (gud atrii $9.95 
XVX-905 Daughters of Emmanvelle ү Rhondo 
Jo Petty, Ron Jeremy, 90 min. ipiewedatrigh $9.95 
XVX-909 Virgin Dreams starring Jean Jennings, Glo- 
ria Leonard, Terri Hale, 90 min. (іссе at right $9.95 
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WHEN IRISH EYES ARE SMILING 


Fourteen-year-old Alberta Ann Delgado awoke suddenly at three in the 
morning. Her Uncle Jimmy and his buddy Eddie needed to borrow a 
couple of knives from the kitchen. Half an hour later, they returned with 
a black plastic garbage bag. "It was dripping blood," she later recalled. 
She stared at the bag. "What's in it?" she asked. "Paddy Duggan's head," 
Eddie replied. This isn't the beginning of a new Elmore Leonard thriller. It 
was just another night in the young life of the little girl whose Uncle Jimmy 
was lord of Hell's Kitchen, boss of New York City's Irish mob. Nick Tosches 
reports on the real-life nightmare of a century of terror, climaxed by the 
bloody reign of the deadliest Irish gang of all—the Westies. 


THE 20 WORST 


Just when you thought it was safe to grab your date, the old raccoon coat, 
and Dad's flask, and luxuriate in the prospect of a new college football 
season stretching ahead—stop! Larry Linderman, Penthouse's pigskin 
Pink Panther, is emerging from his summer hibernation to throw a little 
gloom over the only joy you might find in this back-to-school season. Once 
again, Larry upholds the ancient Penthouse tradition of predicting which 
college teams will bring disgrace upon themselves, their loyal fans, and 
those pathetic alumni whose old school ties are transformed into nooses 
at the prospect of defeat. It's really all just good fun—although it's hard 
to realize that when the mail starts coming in. 


THE C.I.A.'S SECRET IRAN FILES 


When waves of fanatic Iranians swarmed into the American embassy in 
Tehran nine years ago, they captured more than the 52 American hos- 
tages. The militant students also grabbed hundreds of pounds of strange- 
looking confetti. These were the remains of some of the C.I.A.'s most 
closely guarded secret papers, shredded desperately in the last seconds 
of U.S. resistance. With their characteristic zealotry, the students sorted 
through the shreds of paper and painstakingly wove them back together 
again. Next month, internationally acclaimed investigative reporter Ed- 
ward Jay Epstein selects the most important of these secrets in a sen- 
sational article that rivals the tales of John le Carré in its account of 
political double-dealing and international treachery. 
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THE GOVERNMENT'S WAR ON WILDLIFE 


Every year, nearly 100,000 animals, including bears, coyotes, and eagles, 
are slaughtered in America. The perpetrators are not crazed hunters, 
irresponsible poachers, or speeding cars. They are government agents, 
working under the auspices of the United States Department of Agricul- 
ture. But the driving force behind the program is the livestock industry 
that sees these animals as a threat to its profits. In a shocking photo 
essay, we portray the wholesale, brutal destruction of our most precious 
natural resources—a butchery that costs taxpayers $20 million a year. 


GOOD AS GOLDA 


"Reading the headlines from the Middle East these days is a sad and 
frustrating experience," writes Arnold Forster. In next month's "Women" 
column, Forster recalls a time when news from the Middle East was more 
inspiring. In a moving evocation of Golda Meir, drawn from his new book, 
Square One (to be published by Donald I. Fine), Forster shows how the 
spirit of this “determined woman would cut through the apathy and the 
agony of today's Mideast with a boldness that would refresh and uplift" 
those who now despair of its future. 
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m FINAL WORD IN VODKA FINLANDIA 


Available in 100's and 
New King Size. 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Cigarette 


Smoke Contains Carbon Monoxide. 9 mg. "tar", 0.8 mg. nicotine; 1005: 14 mg. "tar", 1.2 mg. nicotine; 
Menthol 100's: 12 mg. “tar”, 1.0 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 


Filters and Menthol: 16 mg. “tar”, 1.3 mg. nicotine; Lights and Lights 1005: 


